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GENT’S PICTURE PAGEANT: 


A new photo feature of the way-in and way-out... now in every issue of Gent 

I 



"HAIR" HIT: Steve Curry end Gerome 
Ragni record "Don't Rut It Down" 
for RCA-Victor's original Broadway cast 
album of "Hair/' co-authored by Ragni. 
The musical, a smash hit rock and roll 
saga of a hippie tribe living in 
New York's East Village, opened to rave 
reviews from some critics , but 
outraged others-sex, nudity, love, 
and drugs are the key (and 
printable) words in the new show. 


TEST-RUN TAXI: New York City 
has accepted this English cab for 
testing in heavy stop-and-go 
traffic. The cab, an Austin, will 
be part of the working fleet of 
a local cab company. One of 
the cab's most significant 
advantages is its extremely small 
turning circle of 25 feet. It 
seats five adults. 






BAGGY PANTS: Precious furs, like this 
extraordinary baggy trouser-dress made 
from Spanish lamb's fur, were among 
the 360 exhibitor models presented at 
the 20th International Fur Fair in 
Frankfurt, Germany, this year. (One 
question: not how much, but, how 
did the pretty model get into it?) 
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*1k* Smctstd Scandinavian Sax, flowe* 

DYNAMIC LOVE 

b*f KgaI flacoiden 

AS EXCITING SEXUAL BREAKTHROUGH — CRAMMED TO THE BRIM. PAGE 
AFTER PAGE. WITH WO LI NF ILLUSTRATIONS 

Now discover the most intimate details of technique 
as p^'formnd tn Scandinavia Read only a few pages at random and 
you will see why DYNAMIC' LOVE ■* Dy Karl Jacobsen could never have 
been written by an American Explore these sensational pages and learn 
what exotic adventures await you 


PRACTICALLY tVWY tOSSIMJ WAY IN 
WHICH THI HUMAN iOOY CAN M 
SEXUALLY AROUSED 1$ INCLUDED — 

H*ve you ever 
tried R»d«ng the StaM»on‘, The Panther % 
K>\% and The C o«tai Boomerang y If you 
Kaven t. you Haven't really lived* They re aM 
here plus many more Every type of sexual 
position imaginable from Sweden. Denmark 
the rest ot Europe Africa and A*.a 

LEARN WHAT IT 1$ Uffl TO RIACM SEX¬ 
UAL FULFILLMENT AGAIN ANO AGAIN 
ANO AGAIN ANO AGAIN? 

Learn tor yOur 

se*f those legendary techniques tor unleashing 
sexual power pure. raw. gloncxit love 

power Power to open up an exciting new 
world ot erot»< marital pleasure leading you 
m»o unexplored areas ot fcstasy Engult 

vOurvf'i ■" th* Ittchingi of DYNAMIC 

• LOVE O Saturate yourself with the 
pleasures ot th-s brand ot supercharged sex’ 


• Numerous ways ot harnessing your sexual 
potential’ 

• Intriguing sex games to play* 


• The art and science ot making love m the 
nude* 


• Highly unconventional ways to stimulate a 
woman with your lips’ 

• Complete gu»de to gen.tal twitch.ng 
strange new sexual sensations’ 

• Specific ways to work your wife to 
peaks of almost unendurable passion* 

• Invigorating erot.c types of massage can 
work wonders for any man’ 

• New proven techniques to combat premature 
ejaculation' 


I How to 
coition* 


use ice to obtain super charged 




• Original 

woman 

freniy* 


methods 
to new 


to dnve an 
unimagmed 


experienced 
heights of 


I Rough but effective ways to break dnwn 
woman's inhibitions * 


SIX IOOO hy M. littriM 

Esitope^n through the frr^nfS t-, 
this very day have regarded certam 
foods dr mV s and reepes as the fuel 
of love able to st.m u latr» the use* 
to unusual heights of se«ual power 
and bryly energy Nr*r a'' exCluS '*# 4 
bas is you will recede FP££ a c<"-pv r* 
SEX FOOD Fr p ♦ e r Sf -rh r ^ s r> ■, 
purchase 

DYNAMIC LOVE 


• Unique tantalif 
ulate you 


»g ways a *onan can 


THE INCREDIBLE "AFT OF LOVE" PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED BY 
LOVE TECHNIQUES OF THE AFFO-ASIAN WORLD AS NEVER TOLD 


VAS YANA. WHICH HAS THE STRANGE 
BEFORE. NOT SOLD IN BOOK STORE 


—ORDER FORM 


sand to: NOVEL PRESS Ji skcond avi., new ymk, n.y. 10003 G -6 


Plus a 


(fue 


OFFER AVAILABLE ONLY TO MATURE ADULTS OVER 21 

Q DYNAMIC LOVE $ 5.t5 m» c*ey+50f po*t«ge and handling. 

PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF THE 99 ART OF LOVE 99 


PLIASf SIND Ml TNI ITIM I NAVI CHICKIO ABOV| 

I —dat I Icatk, check or mewey erdet) Fee Nnh checked. • H peen •* ever. 


Off 


lit 
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NEW HCTVRES 
BOLDLY REVEAL 

The Cvjdc of 



0*t- 


at 



/ '£- 




f r < 


•from the first awakening 
to the final fullfillment! 


'TkcloocUL 


Cl Los* 


ONLY 

198 


NEW BOOK 

He r e is an unusual 
bock. It s a story of 
two Severs who do 
s o rn e unconven¬ 
tional things Out 
who fmd happjr.t-ss 
anyway 

The whole cye’e is 
described and 
shown in brand 
new pictures and 
words so bold. Here 
chance for 3 new kind 
'coding and looking 
,urv AM we sa» is try 
»ou either fully agree 
■s Vnp experience or 


TRY IQ p AYS 
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HOW ODD? From topless to ole three 
examples on this page of Gent's Picture 
Pageant Above: th/s rig ran through 
a bridge railing and landed on the 
Georgia highway below. Driver escaped 
with minor injuries and even the 
trailer was released from its precarious 
position. Left: A phantasmagoria 
of psychedelic art as artists paint 
their visions on topless maidens at a 
recent body painting festival m Tokyo . 

Below: Fighting a bull is one thing, 
but a motorcycle? Here's one matador 
who faced h.p. horns-as part of the 
fun featured during a recent 
motorcycle show in Taiwan . 
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Readers Guide to 


THAT 

ARE 


TWO BOOKS ilipoiM for tho PRICE OF ONE! I SHOW ME THE 6000 PARTS 


exciting 

unique/ 

unusual 


HAND BOOK FOR HUSBANDS and WIVES 

Wr.tten m everjr-d»y terms. HANDBOOK FOB HU*- 
BANDS is a detailed, explicit, easily-understood 
guide to sexual happiness and fulfillment Crammed 
with tacts, it thoroughly covers such subjects at: 
The Male $ei Organs, including areas of most sen¬ 
sitivity cause of erection, size of penis and prin¬ 
cipal parts etc The Female Sex Organa, breasts, 
nippies, genitals clitoris n/e and traction, prin¬ 
cipal parts, pubic hair. etc. Frigidity, its causes 
and what to do about it. Pre-ceitai Itt—ilatlen, 
overcoming the wife's inhibitions, the art of hiss¬ 
ing. lubrication and ciitorai stimulation. **par»> 
tiens for Coitus, breaking the sexual ice. love-play, 
foreplay. Pa si bens far Intercourse, Hu stand -Above, 
1-17. Wife Above, 18 29. Seated. 30-34. Qn-The- 
Side, 35-38. Standing A Kneeling Positions. 39-53. 
Miscellaneous Positions, 54 63 Coital Mavamants, 
both fc the Wife and the Husband. Special Pra- 
Ceital Stimulation, oral genital caresses, anal-erot 
icisrn. phatius stimulation Central Sexual l»fer-J 
matian regarding orgasms, length of coitus, means] 
of extending coitus, genitalia hygiene. Includes a) 
glossary of Sexual Terms. A911 — U 


SEXUAL DEVIATIONS IN 
THE MALE 

by leuis l end an. MO 

Dr London explores »n every erotic 
detail each patient s sexual past 


SEXUAL DEVIATIONS IN 
THE FEMALE 

by Leuis London M. 0 
Case studies o' * h'»e high 


Each CASE STUD* IS. an intimate vchooi nymph?’ s* soc>a: 

portrait of perversion' MAI £ DEVI " 0,h * r and others tv mg to :,ght 
ATION A scholar banker, errand se * r ' n 8 accounts of lesbian de 
boy. student and others reveal how s,,e ' and u'gent needs' Nothing 
such bizarre objects as a saxo hel(3 t>a ck ,n hones' and forth 
phone, a mirror, a pipe, a hammer ''8 M volume' Long recognized as 
Of matches become objects for »mpor'ant classics in the field of 
weird sexual satisfaction' se*u.i' aberration 

BOTH BOOKS beautifully boxed set A9067 only $6.90 


I don't miss • 


PA TIE* NS OF INCEST by R. E. I Masters. Detailed 
CASE HISTORIES of actually consumated incest! 
Crammed with torrid excerpts from long-banned I 
books' Aitt-$rso 

THE LOVE ELITE by Arthur Hirsch, Ph D. A new and ! 
sexually aware breed of modem women described in 
CASE HISTORIES detailing lesbianism, trial mar- 
rages sex obsession, sex initiation, etc. AIM—$9.99 
CRADLE OF EROTICA by Allen Edwerdes and R. E l. 
Masters Sequel to Jewel m the lotus, a tour de 
of'ce of forbidden sex acts* Read about Oral and 
Genital intercourse, the notorious "sha-boys.*' orgi¬ 
astic cults, never-before revealed masturbation teat- 
n.ques’ AM* - $9.50 

F099I00EN SEXUAL BEHAVIOR AMO MORAL ITT by R. 

E L Masters. Crammed with exotic and historic de¬ 
tail co.enng «n depth Homosexuality, Sex and For¬ 
bidden Drugs, Miscegenation. True Aphrodisiacs 
Bestiality. Ten Steps to Fellatio. AMI-99.90 

SEX LIFE OF THE LESBIAN. A fascinating probe into 
the twilight world of homosexuality, revealing 
through sizzling CASE HISTORIES the full text of 
every forbidden act, every perverted need! AM — 93 
I AM NOT ASHAMEO by Barbara Peyton Shocking 
true story of a girl who sold her body to any man ol 
any race to achieve the pinnacle of Hollywood star¬ 
dom. then sank to degradation as a )S a night 
whore. Crammed with photos' ASX — $9 

THE BISEXUALS by George Bishop. Revealed for the 
first time, dozens of CASE HISTORIES of double 
deviates-peopfe who are sexual twitch-hitters! A 
penetrating study into a bizarre world of werpod 
desires' A21J — $1 

UNUSUAL SEX PRACTICES by M. D. Greenwood. 
Leaves nothing to the imagination as It bares the 
most driving, yet abnormal sex acts, including Lo- 
Maism voyeurism, Nymphomania. Satyriasis, Les- 
j bianum. Incest, etc. A1B — S3 

1 ILLUSTRATED SEX ATLAS by L Clark. M.D. Over 2B7 
pictures give a step-by-step how to do it m the art 
of sex. Special sections on sex organs. A-14D — $3 
PARTNERS IN LOVE by E. Hamilton, Ph D Thrilling 
culminations possible tor everyone using special 
techniques of respiration detailed in this book. Don't 
miss the section on Longevity and Sti! ARM — $9.M 
JEWEL IN THE LOTUS by A. Edwerdes Secret, erotic 
rituals from the East, gathered bora In a lexicon of 
lust and amatory lord' MM — M-M 

THE SEXUAL OFFENDER by Benjamin Karpmen. M. 0. 
An outstanding work showing be sax offender at 
work Several hundred casts. A-019 — $13.M 

ART AND SCIENCE Of LOVE by A. Ellis, Ph.O. Make 
every episode completely satisfying. Tells about 
Areas of Excitement, Pacing B»e Sex Act, Varied 
Pos»t»ons. How To Experiment. Proion gad Orgasm . . 
all this and much more. ARR2 — $7.99 

SEX CRIMES IN HI9T0RT by R. E L Masters Sexual 
violence through the ages including torture of chil¬ 
dren. genital mutilation, cannibalism plus excerpts 
from banned sadistic books. A31 - SB.90 


No* Mod'll' Actual Photos of 
I Mole and Female Set Organs 

HOW TO ACHIEVE SEX 
HAPPINESS IN MARRIA6E 

By N. and F. Thornton 
Begins where other marnage man¬ 
uals often blush How te match 
disproportionate organs. Vaginal 
con tree tiens Genital shaving. Pre- 
longing. Special sections for spe¬ 
cial problems Coital Movements 
shown and recommended. Begin¬ 
ning a difficult Coitus. Kissmg 
Written for married couples, the 
emphasis is on variety and thrilling 
satisfaction that will last. 

A671— $3 


MODERN SEX TECHNIQUES 

by R. Street 

Starts where other Sex Manuals 
leave off A thorough, detailed 
step-by-step study of the areas of 

Erogenous Zones. Technique of 
Fereptay; Types ef Orgasm; Imper- 
tance and techniques of Digital 
Contact; Techniques for Coitus; 
Positions For Intercourse; Control¬ 
ling tho Orgasm, Theory of tho 
“Safe” Days, and much more. 
Frankly, boldly written and illus- 

trated A973-$4 


AUTO-EROTIC PRACTICES 

Chapters include why wives mas¬ 
turbate-unsatisfied women, frigid¬ 
ity and masturbation, associated 
abnormalities, and erotism. Gen¬ 
eral Experiences and Methods- 
technique of masturbation, greater 
latitude of females, ciitorai dis¬ 
covery. dub masturbation, homo¬ 
sexual masturbation. urethral 
masturbation, individual expert 
men tv Masturbation m Children - 
childhood experiments, introduc¬ 
tion by adults, aroused by curios¬ 
ity. abnormal fantasies, girls more 
addicted than boys Artificial Phalli 
(use by women)-vaginal vibrators, 
artificial penes, the godemiche 
the rmno-tam Special Masturba 
torv Technique - special position 
technique, thigh-fnction technique, 
breast-genitalia technique. Auto- 
Erotism in Widows - the widow s 
problem, sexual desire, conflicts, 
under forty, over sixty, case.his- 
t of its A945 —$2.50 


Crammed with Brand Sew Case 
Histories '' By the Authors of 
"Pornography And The Law!!" 

THE SEXUALLY 
RESPONSIVE WOMAN ( 

by Drs. Phyllis and 
Ebarhard Krenkautea 
Hundreds of CASE HISTORIES end 
INTERVIEWS were conducted be- 
(•ft Rte amazmg new revelations 
prp vt de d in this book, could ever 
M printed. Brand new viewpoints 
turd to shock some, sure to en¬ 
lighten everyone! Forthright, can¬ 
did discussions of such hush, hush 
subjects as THE MAGIC MUSCLES 
Of BEX, FEMALE ORGASM, AUTO¬ 
EROTISM, EXTRA MARITAL AFFAIRS, 
DIFFERENT TYPES Of ORGASMS. , 
ORAL SEX ... many more' One whole * 
section devoted to the probing, 
detailed case histones of four 
women of varying sexual back* ' 
grounds. Each one vividly pene¬ 
trating. frankly sexual' 

A240 —$5*95 


INCEST ** Emile Durkhela and 
g Albert Ellis. Ph.O. 

INCEST 1 The most forbidden of all 
sex taboos graphically documented 
from every aspect’ From PAGAN 
INCEST RITES to secret sex acts 
performed behind dosed doors 
in America today 1 Every possible 
incestuous duo. tr.o and quartette 
exposed 1 INCEST a vibrant volume 
treil-biazing forbidden territory 1 ' 

A232 — $4.95 


VARIATIONS IN 
SEXUAL BEHAVIOR 

by Frank S. Capr a. M.D. 

Divided mto 5 main section -, each 
based on actual Case Histories! 
Male Masturbation, including ajto- 
feilatio, anal eroticism, variations 
m technique; Female Masturbatien. 
including artificial penes, mam 
mary stimulation, auto-eroticum 
etc Male Hwnasexiiallty. including 
Sodomy. Fellatio. Pederasty, incest; 
Female Hemasexiiaflty, including 
Lesb«anism. Tribadism; Bennral 
Variations, including Voyeurism, 
incest, exhibitionism, fellation and 
cunnihngus. flagellation, etc. 

A950p-$3 


by Robert George Renner 

I Over 2000 books carefu i» pnm 
1 >ned for the most forbidden ^ec 
tiont’ Now m one huge volume 
the good parts have beer , died 
and classified as to kind from 
adultery to zoophobia’ Nc book too 
bold, no volume too salacious 'or 
• ncluiion .r this fantastic b'D’tog- 
raphy Page by page th-s, ■ % a 
hair-raismg excursion into fr.f*: 
writing' A book too hones' too 
daring tor the thy or the easily 

shamad’ A 249-$5 95 


Printed in France ' 

Nude Art Photo Books 

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL 
NUDES IN EUROPE 

Each one of these exquisite imports | 
is a collector’s item by itself 
printed in Full Color and Biack-and- 
White. they represent the Nude, j 
Female Form m every pose every I 
posture, every European position I 
imaginable these are the MOST 
beautiful girls in France den- I 

MARK. SWEDEN photographed by I 
the Greatest Ph ofographers of I 
Nudes m an Europe' Up to 40 fab- I 
ulous pictu'es r. each large 5 * 7 J 
books WE OFFEP these NUDES TO I 
YOU AT FANTASTIC SAVINGS' | 
107-92.50 107a-3/$7 00 | 

1076-6/912.00 107f-10/918.00 i 


SEXUAL FEELING IN MEN 

AND WOMEN 

By 6 L Kelly, M.D 
The cemplete study of Manta* Sex' 
Not only covers such subjects as 
Sex Impulses m both Men and 
women, impotence, Se» Hyg.ene, 
Autoerotism; Sterility and Fertmty. 
but also includes valuable informa¬ 
tion on How To Enlarge the trect 
Penis; Use of Lubricants, Men- 
itruai Satisfaction. Manual Assist¬ 
ance to Overcome Semi-lmcoten e 

iiiuitr«tM' A974-S3.50 


Formerly $10.00. Now Cloth Bond for only $3 each 


KAMA SUTRA OF 
VATSAYAYANA 

The famous Hindu Love book De¬ 
scribes the 64 arts of lovemaking 
a woman must iea^n .an m VIVID 
DETAIL. Gives men such va'uabie 
hints as 1 How to re-seduce a 
former mistress How to use 
special methods for exciting sex¬ 
ual awareness m women. ” A spe 
ci*l section on HOW and with 
WHOM to perform oral lovemaking 

_ A110 —$3 

MARQUIS De SADE 
his life and works 

By Dr. Iwan Blech 

A detailed study of the life and 
times of this bizarre personality, 
containing the essence of an his 
writings, practically unknown to 
American readers before now. 

A203b — $3 


THE PERFUMED GAROEN 
of the Shaykh Nefzawi 

Translated by Sir Richard Burton 

Ait the iove ?• tfs ail the nidde r ' 
se« knowledge of the Arabs d>s 
cussed in complete beta- 1 ’ Chap 
ters include Sex Organs of Men 4 
Women, Medicines Which Provoke 
Abortion. Prescriptions for Increas¬ 
ing Size of Small Members man, 
more' Twentv-fi-.e love positions 

graphically deta.lec A98_ $3 

\ - 

t Printed in F'jru t - Illustrated' 

JUSTINE OR THE 
MISFORTUNE OF VIRTUE 

de Sade-new English translation 

The descriptions of the troubles of 
Justine, the se*ua* excesses she 
undergoes, rapes, floggings, burn¬ 
ings. brandings and beatings she 
suffers through, are all he^e w th j 
nothing left out A686c — $3 


delay, send now 


; JOHN AMSLOW & ASSOC, dept. G10 

• P. 0. Box 2369, Culver City, Calif. 90230 

• Please send me the following book(s) Postpaid, listed below by 

• their numbers I understand there is an absolute 10 day 

• MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. I am over 21 years of age. 


• iOOK NUMBERS 


I enclose $_ □ Cash Q Check □ M O. C 

Ail C 0 D * must 94 accomMnteti by • SI d M—H *W COD’* eats** USA 


: cod. 


JOHN AMSLOW A ASSOC.. O. toi INI, CulV*f City. C*ll«. *02*0 
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COMPLETE • UNEXPURGATED 


Cecanienon 

<* 

eocc-vcc’O 




Now you can enjoy 
these famous 100 
stones at a price anyone can afford Over 
ihe years the Decameron has been casti¬ 
gated as pornography and praised as liter 
ature It has, at various times, been 
banned in some countries (including the 
U.S.) and freely sold in others. But it has 
endured the assaults of its detractors 

These stories are faithfully translated 
from the Italian, retaining the robust, 
bawdy, tibald and uninhibited flavor of the 
original tongue. There are over 500 pages 
with many illustrations affording everyone 
an opportunity to enjoy a visual and read 
ing treat This is a book you'll pick up 
often and each time find greater pleasure 
in its pages. _ 


ORDER DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHER 
INE10 DAYS FREE* MAIL COUPON 


POTENT POTION According to local legend (in Kladanj , Yugoslavia) this man has just 
increased his "sexual cdpabHi'es" by drinking "Muska Voda " (men's water) running from a 
well m the Bosnian Mountain ; discovered 68 years ago, the well's water has a legendary ability 
to increase men's sexual capahi/dies. Local innkeepers have been selling the yellow, stale tasting 
liquid to needy trav ellers for decades and now a West German brewery has signed a conditional 
contract depositing $50,000 while it tests the water with a view to exploiting it 
commercially (Although the district's inhabitants appear to be convinced of the water's 
properties, >n si ehtdc tests h,we been made to study the claims made on its behalf.) Sko/f? 











St Joseph's Academy horse show held in St. Louis. Their horse drawn chariots are made of oil 
drums padded with leather and mounted on automobile wheels. 



WADEdN: San Francisco anti-draft demonstrators have a ball as they love, wadi, and paddle 
through the fountain pool near City Hall during a peace demonstration. Over ten thousand 
protesters marched two miles then gathered to hear peace advocates speak. 


All New Books 

Unique ,m<f Unysu.il Re.nlmq 
for the Discerning. M.ituri- Adult* 


| Complete Sexual Fulfillment 

! New information you can use about seiuai 
''•Oof reclaimed virility., genuine erotic 
eipertiae 1 Discover secrets that really work 
to restore pofency, rebuild confidence, aasure \ 
endurance, renew the seiuai drive, transform j 
apathy into fervor, disinterest into driving j 
amorous passion! Sample contents include ! 
MALE SEX ORGANS increasing genital size, 
areas of sensitivity, principal parts FEMALE 
SEX ORGANS genital caresses, nipples, 
breasts, pub*c hair, cfitoral erection. FORE- i 
PLAY: Seiuai Speed of Women. New Tech- i 
mques of Arousal 3 stages of stimulation, > 
Case Histories POSITIONS FOR COITUS j 
i Husband-Above. Wife-Above. On-The-Side. j 
; Standing and Kneeling Seated. Acrobatic; 

Joining Disproportionate Organs Other sec- 
; lions include COITAL MOVEMENTS. PRO- j 
LONGING COITUS. TYPES OF ORGASM. I 
WOMAN S ROLE IN INTERCOURSE. One j 
an lira section deals with OPAL SEXUALITY, j 
including: Overcoming Objections; When to I 
Use Ora! Techniques; Orel Techniques to | 
fulfillment; How to Perform Mouth-Genital ' 
Sei; Soiaante-Neuf. j 

Hardbound; 6 i 9 ; 288 pages thick! AM*— USA I 

Auto-Erotic Acts and Devices 

Discusses masturbation by men, women, in i 
groups! Repeals the bizarre variety of inventive 
devices masturbators use to achieve stimulus 
or pain! Contents include. The Science of 
Masturbation; Oevlcea of Sax; Fantasias 
and Dreamt; Oral Masturbation; Pain and 
Sex; Group Masturbation; Woman Using 
Dildoa; Men and Women Who Masturbate 
With Animals; Masturbation as a Moans of 
Increasing Genital Site; Vaginal Vibrators; 
Club Masturbation; Techniques of Mastur¬ 
bation. 

Doiens of revealing Case Histones' A57* — S3 

The complete facts 
about fellatio and cun- 
J nitmgus between men and women, men and 
: men, women and women! Actual Case His- 
| tories reveal eiactly what couples do during 
: mouth-genital acts, how they do it. what they 
i feel, why they perform oral set acts, why they j 
’ feel no guilt! Sections include Advantages of j 
j Oral Love; Oral Love—Swapping—Incest; j 
; Sex-Driven Orality; Soixante-Meuf; Areas | 
j of Sensation in Cunnillngus; Bisexuality 
and Oraiity; Techniques and Devices of 
Oral Love; The Mouth of the Male Homo¬ 
sexual; Swallowing; The Mouth of the 
Lesbian; Oral Masturbation; Positions 
Assumed in Self-Fellation; Analingus; Oral j 
j Fetishism; Foot Kissing; Initiating Sexual 1 
j Experimentation, etc. etc. A book that j 
j replaces shame with understanding by reveal- 
j ing what others are dong, how and why 1 

A 5*2—$3 j 

Lesbianism: ITS SECRETS (PRACTICES I 

Now, m the words ot the lesbians themselves. ; 
you’ll discover absolutely everything that hap 
pens during lesbian sei acts! Case Histones ; 
describe One girl's initiation to cunmhngus. 
fetishistic underwear and wearing of attached 
‘penis', the method of "riding' to achieve : 
mutual orgasm m lesbian acts; lesbian love of 
beating, bondage, and slavery, how lesbians j 
find and aeduce non-lesbian women! Othar i 
i chapters detail: Lesbian Sax in Prison; j 
| Parforming Cunnllingua; Laabian Seduc- 
I tion Tachniquaa; How Laabiana Discover 
Partners; Thraa-Way Sax Circuses; Bisex- 
; uality, ate. ate. The Secret world of Lesbians 
; now revealed as never before , from the inside 
j out! A5*1—$3 

Free Bonus 1 >r you order au * books 
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stand prominently in the area. The sculpture in the right 
foreground , by Karheim Biederbrink, is titled “Parachutist " 
Behind it is a plastic work called "Green Mandarin „ 1967 ." 
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FAB CAR: Model Penny Snow poses beside the Rolls Royce limousine , "Feb One" the biggest 
end probebly the most expensive end most futuristic cer in the world. It conteins its own 
computer , dosed circuit television screens end camera. "Feb One" will be used as a 
crowd-puller for openings of stores, movies, and other promotions 


Pi 

kl 




iiff mm, 


Swinging 

8mm Mol 


Se* Parties of the Swinging Set' Openly 
Cxposed in this New 8mm Motion Picture' 

LI HIIIIS (.L \K Writ with each order 
PARI I ?00 H $20 00 

PART 1 plus PHOTO $€T $25 00 

PART 1* 2 400 FT $3000 

PART 1 * 2 plus PHOTO S£T $35 00 
PHOTO SfT 20 GLOSSIES $10 00 

SAMPLE COt OR FILM $100 

VIEWS, 5332 SUN SC T BIV0 D£PT G~6 
H0UYW00D CALIFORNIA 90027 


★ BUNNY CLUB * 

extends a cordial invitation to sophisticated, 
discreet swinfers. ladies A gentlemen who art 
tooktaf for new interesting contacts. There are 
serial people NEAR YOU who share your inter 
ests and desires “Delusive List" of descrip¬ 
tions end desires of modern adults eager to 
meet you. n«hjSi qo 
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WOMtH WITHOUT MM 

Oaring 8evn movies of UNUSUAL NOHEN !i 
Never before revealed «n 8»» movies!! 

A close-up view of that other sex’!! 
Sample A info fl.OC - 100 ft, 8m $7.00 


Arcade ll&o Ho. HighDcd Av*. f 
Dep't.Q-5 Hollywood, Cslif. 90028 


PLAYING CARD SIZE S 00 
CANDID PHOTOS I ; v ] 


An uncensored set of 41 candid photos. (Play 
log card site) original and unretouched. on i 
glossy papai. every pose sharp and deer, 
every position revealed in detail, as you ' 
tike thorn Sent In seeled envelope. No sam¬ 
ples, no checks no C O 0 orders tush 
•100 cash or Money Order, for complete tel. 
taaUUL 3 Orchard St. Dept. 60 . N Y. 2. N Y. 


ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS 


REINCARNA T9 ON: When a 1950 
Volkswagen finally celled it 
quits after countless mites of 
travel in Scandinavia, Allan 
AI star bed gave its rugged 
platform frame and some other 
parts new life in the form 
of this young lady who looks 
like a candidate for a 
Miss From Outer Space contest. 

Tail lights help make up 
her "tired" face, end bumpers 
serve as arms Her sculptor 
put hubcaps to obvious good 
use. Now s tati o n e d near a 
Swedish railroad station, she 
helps welcome the travelers 


When you give 
the UNITED WA\ 
you make 
someone happy 
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NO LI ON DOWN: This lordly Hon may not be 
sitting on top of the world, but it is 
occupying the highest vantage point in sight 
at Tuddern, Germany. The scene was the 
opening last spring of a new lion park" 
a home for thirty I ions. Visitors 
may view and photograph them from their 
cars, but are strongly warned to keep 
the doors and windows closed-obviously! 





MINI, MAXI French singer Francoise 
Hardy wears a gold, diamond-studded mini 
skirt valued at a maxi ten-plus million 
dollars. The skirt was created for 
an international diamond exhibition, and 
designed by Paco Rabanne and artist 
Salvadore Dali, seen with Miss Hardy. 

The skirt is made up of gold panels 
encrusted with 300 carats worth of 
diamonds. It took 2,000 man hours to do. 


CONTROVERSIAL PAINTING The U. S. 
flag with Nazi swastika in piece of the 
fifty stars is the work of James 
Colhns of New Bedford, Mass,, a freshman 
at Southeastern Mass Tech . Institute. 
It was a clasr assignment project 
depicting student dees of what flags 
and banners mignt look like in 2000. 
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DON BURNS REVEALS THE DETAILS OF HIS ' SCANDALOUS LIFE“ 


CONFESSIONS 
OF A NAVEL-FANCIER 



PERHAPS IT'S BEST to begin frankly in this heretofore 
unchronicled account of my remarkable craving. Specific¬ 
ally, one cannot always control a tendency such as mine. 

Still, it would be insubstantial thinking to assume that 
I'm ashamed of my peculiar propensity. I’m not, in the 
least. To me it’s much better to be hung-up the way I am 
now than any alternative. And, to put the disc straight, 
though my foible may not be everybody’s bag, crazy I am 
not. 

The straight-as-an-arrow truth is simply that I'm batty 
about belly-buttons. Distaff, of course. 

Yes, to be sure, a girl's shapely legs are certainly meant 
for more than walking, and a bountiful bosom can often be 
a true privilege to observe. Or consider her face, hair, 
shoulders, perhaps even her left elbow-all these most 
assuredly can form pleasurable objectives of edification for 
the admiring male. f 

But, as for me. give me that delightful depression, that 
famine fox-hole, that naughty-but-so-nice anatomical mar¬ 
vel known as the navel. Framed by the incarnadine 
smoothness of a silken belly, a girl's abdomenal target is to 
me a veritable oasis cunningly contrived, purposefully 
situated as a breathtaking beacon beckoning on the fleshy 
plateau of Woman, 

Can there be anything so awe'-inspiring as a young 
beauty in the prime of her princessly prettiness, who 
dresses unashamedly in the unfettered‘fashions of the sexy 
Sixties., with her midriff bared proudly to feature that 
haven of loveliness so tantalizingly placed at the very center 
of her lovely person? > 

I think not. 

It is a fact that my first navel engagement and its 
subsequent aftermath occurred early in life when as a mere 






“I had had no truly significant experience in the field . . . 
it jolted me rather forcefully to have to 
concede that l was in fact a latent navel-fancier.” 


youngster I played “Doctor Examines the Nurse” with the 
pig-tailed, freckled-faced girl who lived next door. Interest¬ 
ing game. that. For the Doctor, especially. 

Along with other amazing differentia] physical character¬ 
istics, my young patient gave me the first true glimpse and 
precursory appreciation of that most intriguing indentation 
in question, when my hand accidentally strayed across her 
stomach during the course of a somewhat cozy examina¬ 
tion. 

She was a most cooperative patient, I must relate, as she 
allowed me to gaze at the cute little cavern in her tummy 
for as long as I cared to do so. And I blush not at all to 
admit that I grew to admire greatly that pristine belly- 
button of hers, as one would marvel at the magnificent 
craftsmanship of a Renoir painting, or a Michelangelo 
sculpture, or a Beethoven symphony. 

Alas, she moved away to another city several weeks 
later, taking her belly-button with her, of course. This left 
me a broken lad for some time, I fear, reduced to 
narcissistic contemplation of my own navel for long 
periods, when circumstance permitted. While valid and 
indispensable as preparatory study, this solitary activity 
soon palled, however. 

For a while I tried fantasizing my navel as actually being 
that of my erstwhile “nurse,” but this didn't work out too 
well, either. It just isn’t the same, self-naveling. 

It became obvious that I would have to transfer my 
belly-button compulsion toward more realistic channels of 
expression if I were to sustain a satisfactory concept of life, 
and so I began searching for suitable outlets. 

I was too young at the time to go to nightclubs, of 
course, but I’d heard from T>lder guys about the sinful 
shows put on by professional belly-dancers. Oh, how I 

ached to grow up instantly so that I could enter those dens 
of iniquity and satisfy my voyeuristic desires for that most 

beautiful of all parts of the womanly flesh. But that was 
years away for me. 

At home 1 went so far as to begin requesting oranges 
with all my meals, using the healthful properties of that 
c.r^ular citrus as the excuse, just so I could gaze rapturously 
at ti e fruit's navel while tastelessly gulping down the rest of 
my food. I was in fact hardly able to control the nearly 
irresistable urge to finger the orange's virginal button in full 
sight of the rest of the family, who were all as yet unaware 
of my proclivity toward navelism. 

I also remember sneaking into the public library one day 
after school and looking up my now favorite word in the 
large dictionary in the library’s research room. I copied the 
entire, definition down in my notebook as quickly as 
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possible and left immediately, praying to myself that 
nobody would stop me and ask what I was doing. 

The tattered page on which the definition was so hastily 
scratched is no longer extant, but that noble declaration is 
yet indelibly inscribed in my mind: 

“Navel... 1. A rounded depression with a raised centre, 
situated on the abdomen at the point where the umbilical 
cord was originally attached. 2. The centre or central point 
of anything, e.g., the country, sea, forest, etc." (The 
Oxford Universal Dictionary, Third Edition, p. 1313.) 

These stirring words carried me through many a restless 
night in my care filled youth as I yearned for the more 
basic joys that I knew must be my reward if 1 persisted in 
my pursuit of the pleasures of naveldom. 

At about this time, the realization occurred to me that, 
aside from the girl next door, I had had no truly significant 
experience in the field in which 1 was most interested. 
Indeed, it jolted me rather forcefully to have to concede 
that I was in fact a latent navel-fancier. 

This state of affairs had to change and quickly, I 
deckled. The only question was the multi faceted one, 
“Who, when, where, and how?” 

Then came one of those true-to-life, stranger than-fiction 
realities which can often snatch a man from the confining 
pale of wistful planes and transform him dynamically into 
the full multi-colored prisms of his most cherished aspira¬ 
tion. 

So, I humbly relate, it happened to me. 

Somebody, some great man to whom the world shall 
forever be indebted, had advanced to the forefront of 
modem social history and unhesitatingly, fearlessly, with a 
verve and sense of adventure that transcends our time, 
invented the bikini! 

Huzzahs to that noble spirit who, like the rest of us, 
grew up watching girls being ingloriously cloistered in 
one-piece bathing suits that completely covered up the 
mid-section, and yet was not satisfied even when the less 
restricting but still non-navel-revealing two-piece swimsuit 
was introduced. Verily, it was this bold innovator who 
advanced the cause of truthful revelation and endeared 
himself to all mankind with his true magnanimity of 
thought and brevity of swimsuit material. 

So the bikini was bom and I, navel-devotee, reborn. 

When this historic epoch came into being, I was 
ensconced in my senior year at high school and was in fact 
going steady with a girl of some voluptuousness named 
Bertha Belle something (really!). And although we had 

(Continued on page 16) 



GENT S TEST YOURSELF PAGE FOR NAVEL FANCIERS: Here are four navels from lasses in this issue. 
Try to match them -and forget any scores to this quiz. It’s all in the name of practice, and maybe a little 
fun, too. If you really try and still can’t match them, Gent suggests you think of something else to fancy! 










“I burned inside with a continuing and 
consuming lust to see Patti Cake's navel. 

Every night I dreamt the same delicious dream 


smooched ft up quite a bit in the local lover's lane after 
football games, I had been foiled, fooled, out-fumbled and 
frustrated thus far from gaining my true objective which, as 
any person of refinement and cultural leaning should know, 
was to uncover Bertha Belle's belly-button. 

And now, like manna from Heaven, the bikini had burst 
upon this balloon we call the world and I found my first 
real opportunity to have my way with you-know-who. 

It took half a week's allowance, but I brazenly bought a 
bikini at a department store (“You’re sure this is the 
skimpiest you’ve got, Ma'am?”) and headed for Bertha 
Belle's house one Saturday morning. Here's how it went: 

“Hi, Bertha Belle." 

“Well, hi there, you naughty boy, you." 

“Oh. Say, I’m sorry if I got a little bit fresh last night 
after the game.” 

“Yes, that's what you always say." 

“Well, I, uh, er . . . " 

“What’s that 9 " 

“Where 9 ” 

“In your hand behind your back, Diddlely-Poo." 

(She called me “Diddlely-Poo.”) 

“Oh. It’s a present." 

“What for?" 

“Why, uh . . . " 

“Christmas is still nearly two weeks away." 

“Well, this is . . . for, uh, the Boston Tea Party." 

(History was my best subject.) 

“What 9 " 

“Never mind, Bertha Belle. Just open the present, will 

you 9 " 

“Okay, okay." Sighing ... rustling paper, unwrapping 
noises . . . silence . . . more silence . . . “What is it, 
Diddlely-Po?" 

‘Oh, Bertha Belle.’’ Clenching of 
teeth . . . hesitation ... big smile . . . lots of teeth . . . “It's 
a bikini." 

“Oh." 

“Well, Bertha Belle 9 " 

“Well, what 9 " 

“Let's go swimming." 

“In December 9 " 

“Oh." 

“Besides, it's snowing outside." 

“Oh." 

You know, I never did get to see Bertha Belle's 
belly-button. 

But there were other girls. There always are. 

And it finally came about in a most unexpected way. My 


first sighting-in on the navel of a truly grown-up girl. 

Her name was Patricia Kathryn something-orother, and 
naturally that was shortened to Patti Cake as the first order 
of business in establishing our acquaintance. I was in college 
now and as we both were in the same freshman orientation 
class, 1 managed to get to know her well enough so that she 
soon trusted me like a brother. 

But, dear reader, I must confess here that in return I 
burned inside with a continuing and consuming lust to see 
Patti Cake’s navel. Every night I dreamt the same delicious 
dream. Patti Cake's mid-section was miraculously 
uncovered and there I was in front of her, drinking in the 
intoxicating sight of her bared cleft, trying not to go utterly 
insane at the thrilling disclosure. 

So this was the state of my world on the F.D. (Fateful 
Day) that I became a bona fide observer of abdotnenal 
dimples. 

After the orientation lecture each morning, Patti Cake 
and I would spend the free hour before our next class out 
on the campus grounds, usually next to the football 
stadium, studying together or talking about the latest 
whatever-was-latest. So one day there we were, me sitting 
beside a tree-trunk and Patti Cake lying on her stomach, 
when it happened. 

“ Yipe!" yipped Patti Cake suddenly and with much ado 
she quickly scrambled to her knees, flipped the bottom of 
her sweater up several inches, and at the same time pushed 
the top of her skirt down somewhat. 

Startled, I held my breath in unbelieving anticipation 
and let my eyes sneakily slide sideways to take in her 
exposed middleness. With one hand, Patti Cake was 
scratching furiously at her waist, and k> and behold . .. was 
that? ... yes, it was! I risked a full stare with both eyes and 
saw the most wonderful little sweetheart of a navel that I 
had ever even imagined could exist. 

There it was, at last revealed, a jewel of femininity, a 
pink star of womanly flesh, an exquisite well of graceful 
and timeless proportion. 

“Damned chigger!" expostulated Patti Cake, scratching 
away on her tum-tum. 

“Maybe I can help,” I boldly asserted and, reaching out 
with hand atremble, I placed my palm against her bared 
waist. 

Well, to make a long story less long, it was only a rfiort 
while before I had let a stray finger slide seemingly by 
accident until it was finally dipping into her abdomenal 
hollow. 

This was it. I was actually in her belly-button. And from 
that glorious (Continued on page 20) 
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With some pride, not to 
mention a swelling 
chest, the editors 
of GENT present a 
collection of the 
splendidly-endowed- 
their cup overflowed). 
Stately Sabine (top 
left) makes her 
entrance on page forty- 
four. 

Lydia, lovely immigrant, 
(top right) can be 
found on page eighteen; 
and on page thirty-four 
is Michelle, the center 
girt (bottom, ri0)t). 
Her companion, lower 
left, leads off a bevy 
of the bounteous, the 
Forty-Plus Club, 
on page fifty-six. 

And don't miss Angela 
-the girl with enough 
in her treasure chest 
to bolster the gold 
standard. Find her 
on page sixty-one. 

It's GENT's 

spectacular D-Cup issue 
-our collection of 
the unencumbered 
well-developed. 





Our Gent’s Colossal D-Cup Issue! 
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When Luntkm Ikmii Lydia Massnali 
oM the i4anc (Milo U S soil 
I of iIm* l»»\i nine, n wasn't you 
can In* sure tier HOAC IIicjIm Kki that 
the customs man noticed first It was, 
sadly, what he had to check out "F oil 
of the usual last minute things one 
packs plus my make-up." Lydia reported. 
"Maybe a paperback or two. although 
I don't read much. Honest " Later in 
Gent's interview with this member 
of our D-Cup Club, we discovered why 
she doesn't read much not enough 
time. And why not enough time* The 
answer, men, will make you even sadder 
than the customs inspector It seems 
Lydia will only date airline pilots, and 
New York has more than its share But 
here are two pages of what you're missing 









NAVEL-FANCIER 

(Continued from page 16) 
moment on, my life was committed 
irrevocably to a destiny of belly-button 
research and navel love-making. 

As a matter of naked fact, after this 
first successful sighting, all my difficul¬ 
ties vanished as if by magic and, without 
exception, every girl I dated after that 
came through, navelly speaking. 

This might have been due to the fact 
that I’d quickly developed the persua¬ 
sive ploy of blithely announcing to each 
date in my most serious mien that 1 was 
doing research on “The American Fe¬ 
male and Her Navel'* for an article to 
appear in Cad. The results were fantas¬ 
tic; it never failed, not once. 

Soon I found that I was developing 
something of a unique reputation in 
feminine circles as word flashed through 
the distaff ranks that I was a belly- 
button fancier. This multiplied my pop¬ 
ularity several-fold and I noticed now 
that most of my dates made a point of 
dressing in midriff-revealing fashions 
without my even bringing up the sub¬ 
ject. 

Truthfully I was in Paradise, literally 
bedazzled by a passing parade of those 
objets d’art which had proven so elusive 
in the past. I was deluged by belly 
dimples wherever I went. Privately and 


publicly, women of all ages and social 
strata went out of their way to engage 
and exhibit themselves before me, with¬ 
out regard either to previous acquaint¬ 
anceship or propriety. 

When I entered a crowded room, a 
sudden murmur would arise and not to 
soft whispers would flit from group to 
group, with occasional peals of muffled 
laughter and such comments at “Imag¬ 
ine!” or “Must be out on navel maneu¬ 
vers tonight.” 

In toto, I was now an acknowledged 
expert, known throughout the social 
demi-monde as “the man who never 
misses a navel.” Actually, this was grots 
exaggeration. There were in fact many 
navels that I had absolutely not the 
slightest interest in viewing. As a con¬ 
noisseur, 1 had time for only the more 
provocative types. That is to say, they 
had to be in the proximity, which you 
must admit is admirably democratic. 

I did, however, make one notable 
exception. A bad case, that. Some de¬ 
luded young lady, having heard of my 
special interest while at an underground 
movie showing, approached and at¬ 
tempted to embroil me in a wild scheme 
to organize a “United Navel Front,” 
which in actuality was meant to be 
nothing less than an orgy for some 
dozen witch friends of hers, plus myself 


as the Pri n c e . All of us, she spouted at 
me hi deme nt ed fiuhkm, would be 
dressed In devilish costumes that cov¬ 
ered our entire bodies with the excep¬ 
tion of a mall opening over die stom¬ 
ach, whi ch would leave our thirteen 
navels unveiled for some sinister rises 
hardly to be described in fit company. 
Of course, I turned the proposition 
down flat I have some principles, you 
know. 

One interesting point did result from 
this experience, however. The suggested 
“dub” was to have been known simply 
as the U N F, a peculiar alphabetical 
mix which, I later noted, had a delight¬ 
ful sid e issue . That is, if you pronounce 
it as a word, it invariably produces an 
amazing physical reflex in the area of, 
you guessed it, ray favorite playground. 

It is regrettable to have to record 
that there exist a misguided few who 
look upon my little avocation with 
disfavor, even condemnation. Those 
shallow, unfeeling minds have attacked 

me quite unjustly at times, leveling 
completely unbased charges like “cad” 
or “you dirty rat” or other stinging 
vituperative*. 

But I answer them coolly with the 
declaration that not one, mind you not 
a single navel has ever been displayed to 
me involuntarily. Also, I wash and am 
not related to any rodent family, io my 
knowledge. 

On die other hand, I have gained 
much and learned more in the study of 
my anatomical specialty than airy trite 
course in human relations could have 
taught me. 1 know, for instance, that 
every navel has its own definite person¬ 
ality. Each of them has distinctive char- 
act eristics-size. shape, depth, knotti¬ 
ness, wrinkles, etc.-that make them all 
one of a kind, an unflagging symbol of 
uniqueness in a world prone to con¬ 
formities. 

And I have affection and love for 
every one of than. 

Lastly, I offer the world the benefit 
of my belly-button expertise. There are 
three ways to make love to a navel. You 
caress it. using any of the fingers or 
thumbs or what have you. You kiss it, 
letting your lips transmit and receive. Or 
you may press another navel against it, 
which method has many other advan¬ 
tages that time does not allow for 
discussion here. 

The important thing to remember is 
to know thy navel. Learn from it, and 
love will follow. Treat it with respect 
and, 1 assure you, it wifi never let you 
down. 






“It’s okay, officer For a minute there I thought I was being raped 



















Dear Jim boy: 

I hope you are fine and this chick you wrote me about, 
Ethel, who sounds like she is something right off the top and I 
am glad you are making it so good in a town like K.C. where 
things do not happen up to the best, as we both know, at least 
not any more. I hope the two of you are in great shape 
because myself, I am in a hospital by the name of Lenox Hill 
with my head all tied up in a white bandage like I was the 
Invisible Man himself, if you can remember that far back to 
the movie with Claude Rains who scared the hell out of both 
of us when we saw it at the Jackson theatre when we were 
only kids and I have never forgotten it. 

If you are surprised to hear that old P.V. is- tied up like 
that. I will explain exactly what happened so you can get the 
picture for yourself and if you have ever tried to hide a 
murderer in your hotel room, maybe you will understand what 
a mess I got myself into, mainly because Julie was off in San 
Francisco no less, working a little club there by the name of 
the Barbary Coast and I have not even had a picture postcard 
from her in maybe two weeks so I do not think I can be 
blamed very much for what happened and I am jure you know 
how those things go since it was the same with you a lot of 
times when you were making it with that chick (jetty and she 
would go off to Florida all the time as soon as she had five or 
six hundred stashed away, telling you she liked to lie out on 
the beach there with no clothes on and you used to tell her she 
could do that in Central Park any damn time she wanted to 
and you would fix the cops and I used to like that. But it was 
pretty much the same I guess as it is now with Julie and me. so 
you will know what I am talking about and I guess that is 
exactly what a friend is. 

Well, you remember this little blonde chick who calls 
herself Brandee Dawn and who used to do her bit down on 
52nd Streep and sometimes out in Union City and she used to 
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In this short story 
writer Alex Austin 
tells a vary delightful 
fable in which 
the golden rule turns 
out to prove that 
things could be worse! 
Or maybe just as 
groovy as-weH, belt 

sit around all the time down at Pinky's and say how someday 
she was going to be a singer on the TV and Pinky used to tell 
her to go home and go to bed because that was all she was 
good for and she would get real red in the face and once she 
threw a glass at Pinky and he threw her right out into the 
street with her screaming for the cops and all. You remember 
her, Jim boy? 

Now she is not exactly class. This much, natch, I will grant 
you and with no kind of argument. But you remember what 
she is built like and with a face that was not half bad once the 
paint fell off and you could see who she was. Well, she was 
making it real big with this Maxie Green guy who used to be a 
fair heavy around the clubs and who now does the collection 
work for Johnny Tarzan. There wasn't a guy in this town who 
would try to make it with this Brandee kid, knowing what 
Maxie could do when he got the old temper up, and I am 
certainly no braver than the rest, even though I always did 
suspect that you could bluff Maxie if you had at least a 
hundred and eighty on you which is forty-five pounds more 
than I have on me, but if you remember any of his fights, he 
would fold as soon as the other guy looked like he was really 
sure he could take it. All you ever really had to have to take 
Maxie was a look on your face and I guess that is why he never 
amounted to much even though there are guys around who say 
he is stronger even than Marciano, but you know how there is 
always some kind of talk. 

Well, like I said, Julie is out of town and not even bothering 
to drop a line and I am not a guy to sit by the fireplace to get 
warm and this kid Brandee is something I have always 
wondered about, even though I did not ever try my hand and 
so what was I to do when one Wednesday night while I am 
watching the waltz on my TV in the hotel because I have got a 
bum head from Little Frank's party last night, the doorbell 
rings and who is standing out there in the hall but this chick 
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Brandee looking like she just stopped 
doing a 3 57 mile and she pushes right 
by me before I even got a chance to say 
hello and she says, “Close the door 
Quick.” Which I do. And then she asks 
me if I am alone and I tell her that 
except for the two bums on the TV, I 
am most certainly alone and then she 
says, “P.V., 1 know I can trust you and 
you have got to help me.” So I ask her 
what the rap is and when she tells me 
that she has murdered Maxie Green. I 
like to fall right over dead myself and I 
think what a dumb bumb 1 must be to 
even let her in the room, because she is 
the trouble kind of chick, you can see 
that from the very beginning and I think 
right away that l have got to get her out 
of here but fast or they put juice in a 
love seat and they sit us down side by 
side like we was making it, if you know 
what I mean and 1 am no electric light 
bulb myself. 

Only when she flops down on the 
bed and she starts to cry, I am no guy to 
throw a chick out of his room when she 
is in tears because my old lady always 
tried to bring me up to be a gentleman 
and that is one of the things she said a 
guy should always have some respect 
for, a broad in tears and even though I 
have always thought since that the old 
lady was conning me, it still sticks with 
me and I am a pure-bred sucker for the 
stuff, so I do not throw her out. In fact 
I even ask her if she would like a little 
something to drink and she looks up at 
me with those great big lousy eyes of 
hers and she says that would be very 
nice just like she was at a party and 
before I even know what is happening 
there we are having maybe a third or 
fourth double shot of that great Scotch 
Jackie Reed always sends me when he 
hits me for a bundle and that is why I 
like to take Jackie’s action even when I 
have the sure feeling he has word on a 
fix that has not come to my ears, this 
Scotch is that great. 

So there we are, this Brandee chick 
and me, sitting on the hotel bed drink¬ 
ing Jackie Reed’s Scotch from the 
Thompson-Davis fight last week that I 
still think is going to be investigated. 
Did you watch it? 

Well, natch, 1 ask her what the hell 
happened she got so dumb to knock off 
Maxie and she tells me how he was 
getting very drunk like Maxie will do 
sometimes and he was knocking her all 
over the place and she hits him one 
good shot on the head with a bottle and 
kills him and I tell her how it is not 
often you can kill any guy and especial¬ 


ly one like Maxie by just hitting him a 
good shot in the head with a bottle, but 
she says how she bent over him and saw 
the blood running down all over the 
floor on the rug so it made a big mark 
there and he was not even breathing and 
then it occurs to me that if Maxie was 
knocking her around like she says, she 
would certainly have some marks on her 
to show the blue boys and then she 
could cop an easy plea for self-defense 
since none of the blue boys liked Maxie 
and it would be a cinch to pull over on 
any jury in this great land of ours where 
broads are always to be respected, even 
at murder trials and I for one think that 
is okay, because if a guy ain’t a gentle¬ 
man, what the hell else can he be that is 
worth very much? 

The only trouble is that the chick has 
not got a single mark on her. She looks 
very fine indeed if it is up to me to 
judge, like she just stepped out of the 
store window and natch I ask her about 
this, meaning exactly how does a guy 
like Maxie rough up such a little chick 
and she does not have a mark to show 
for it, because Maxie is the kind of guy, 
he breathes on you, you got a mark. 
And she says how maybe there is some 
mark under her clothes and before I can 
tell her not here or at least not now, she 
has got her blouse off and she is looking 
for marks Maxie put on her and I am 
looking at what old lady Nature put on 
her, but I am not exactly caring very 
much whether or not there are any 
marks because 1 am telling you, Jim 
boy, that she has got a body that is one 
of the best in town, even better than 
Julie’s, I think, and you know what 
kind of admission that is coming from 
me, but it is true enough. Only when 
she does not find any marks on her, she 
takes off her skirt, so now she is just 
standing there in her bra and her panties 
and they are very fancy ones indeed, 
like your old chick Betty used to wear 
all the time for the cheese pics Emile 
takes and she is looking for marks, only 
there are no marks at all, unless you 
count in the vaccination mark she has 
got way up on her leg where it is hardly 
even her leg any more, but there is not a 
jury in town you could show that to 
and say Maxie did it. 

Well, I do not think I have to tell 
you, Jim boy, how the chick starts to 
look real scared like since I have told 
her already about copping a self-defense 
bit on it and how it is no job at all if 
you just got the marks on you to show 
the blue boys and so she turns right 
away to me and she says, “P.V., you got 


to do me a real big favor.” And I say 
what is it you want. And she tells me 
that I have got to start knocking her 
around a little so she can have some 
marks to show the boys in blue and I 
tell her how natch she is crazy right out 
of her head since 1 am no guy to knock 
a chick around no matter what, even 
though there have been some times 
when 1 wish I was not so much a 
gentleman and I do not think 1 have to 
remind you about the time I had with 
that little singer Penny Dingle when she 
starts bringing guys to my room and 
drinking my Scotch and there is not a 
jury in this town that would have 
pinned the rap on me for showing her 
what for, but I still did not do it and if 1 
would not do it to a lousy broad like 
that, I am certainly not going to do it to 
a real great looking little chick like this 
Brandee, especially when she has never 
done anything to get me worked up 
even and I tell her this, but she says I 
have simply got to do it because it 
would be saving her life and 1 still say 
no and then she starts in crying and 
mumbling how now they will not even 
believe her about how Maxie is knock¬ 
ing her around and that will mean the 
electric chair for her and she is crying 
harder now than 1 have ever seen a 
broad cry and I start remembering again 
what my old lady said about broads 
crying and so I say, okay Brandee, 1 am 
not going to be that kind of a louse, I 
will knock you around some if that is 
what you want. 

Well, she gets up and smiles through 
her tears and it does not matter much 
that her mascara is running all down her 
face, because she is that good looking 
and I start figuring that maybe after she 
gets herself off with this plea, maybe 
the two of us can make it real fine, what 
with Maxie out of the way and Julie 
always out on the road someplace where 
they do not even have mailboxes. 

Okay then, I say to her, just' where 
do you want the marks? And she tells 
me it will look better if she has them all 
over and I begin to get a little chicken. I 
mean 1 am not drunk and I am not sore 
or anything and just to start roughing 
up a chick, it does not make a good 
taste in my mouth and 1 do not know 
how to start and she says, “Okay, then I 
will start it and get you sore a little.” 
And this seems like an idea that is not 
bad and she comes at me arid starts to 
claw at my face so I have to grab her 
hands quick to keep from getting all 
marked up myself and she says, now hit 
(Continued on page 28) 
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Finish with a gag tine... 
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Or perhaps a mermaid... 



AND YOU HAVE... 






ISLAND CARTOON SPREAD 



“Well, things could be worse. 

At least we've got a couple of good looking men 
to keep us company." 
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me, and before I know what I am doing 
1 give her one on the side of her face 
that sends her flying out over the floor, 
it is a good hook with the left hand, and 
there she is crying again and I rush to 
help her up and while she is still crying 
she tells me how that is doing just fine, 
but that I should hit her on the arms 
and legs too because that is where the 
marks will show, she says how she 
always has marks even from just making 
it with Maxie she is that kind of chick 
and 1 say then maybe the blue boys will 
figure that too and she tells me how 
they cannot say such a thing about a 
lady even if they have got her for a 
murder rap and I guess she is right. A 
cut lip would also be pretty good, she 
tells me and if I can do it not too hard, 
a black eye would be great, because that 
would show in the photographs when 
the newspaper guys start snapping and 
so I help her up onto her feet and she 
holds out her arm and says okay, now 
hit it and I think this is all crazy as hell 
and I do not want any part of it even 
though I am trying to make believe it is 
this Penny Dingle chick, but she starts 
crying again so 1 jab her one on the arm 
and she cries even louder and says, now 
the other one and I do and then her 
shoulder and her leg which is not an 
easy shot either and each time I hit her 
she starts crying even louder and when I 
stop hitting her and say that is all I am 
good for, the crying gets even worse 
than it is when I hit her, so 1 keep 
slapping her around until the marks 
begin to show and her lip is cut and 


then she says. “How about the eye” and 
I tell her how that ain’t no easy thing to 
do without maybe even hurting her bad 
and she says, “It’s better than the 
electric chair, isn’t it?” 

And on this 1 cannot very well argue 
with her so 1 let her have one in the eye 
and she falls over on the floor again, 
crying like she is never going to stop and 
just then there is a loud banging on the 
door and I do not answer and I cannot 
figure who it is at this time that would 
Knock in such a way. I rush over to her 
and I tell her to be quiet or else the 
whole thing will be over and the banging 
keeps up and still I do not answer and 
then like the building is coming down 
there is a hell of a crash and the door 
comes flying in and who is standing 
tnere with his head all bandaged up, but 
Maxie himself, standing twice as big as 
he ever stood in his life and he takes one 
look at the chick and one look at me 
and she right away looks up at him and 
cries out, “Maxie!” And she makes with 
the big smile like he is just back from a 
war or someplace and then he asks her 
what the hell is going on and before I 
can say anything or even figure out how 
come he spots my place, except how she 
tells me when she comes in that she tries 
Dibby Marker first only he is so loaded 
he would kill her and maybe Dibby 
steers Maxie here and now this chick 
tells him that she comes to me to get 
some dough for a doc to take care of 
him when he hurts himself and how 
when she gets here, 1 start beating the 
hell out of her and the next thing 1 
know Maxie is using me for a heavy bag 
and when I wake up I am right here in 
this Lenox Hill Hospital with a nurse 


standing over me and saying how 1 am 
in pretty bad shape and even lucky not 
to be in a box and 1 will be here for 
maybe six weeks and it is just my luck, I 
mean not only with this chick, but you 
know the Cooper-Ford fight is coming 
up in two weeks and for a change the 
lag boys have let me in on the dump 
and 1 was going to raise some big dough 
and make a nice {hie, only a guy cannot 
raise anything very much in a hospital 
bed, and such a chance comes maybe 
once every four or five years when you 
are not really in with the big boys. 
Jackie Reed tipped me to this one 
which I think is very nice of Jackie since 
he sends me all that first class Scotch 
and now I will not be able to do a damn 
thing about it and I guess now 1 am 
marked a louse all over town for beating 
up a broad and can you just imagine 
what is going to happen when Julie 
hears what has taken place, it will be the 
end of us and no matter what I ever said 
about her, you know, Jim boy, that 
there is really no other chick in the 
world for me when she is in town and 
what can 1 ever tell her now. 

But that is the story and I thought 
you would like to know just how your 
old pal P.V. got himself all tied up here 
in the hospital and has the story reached 
ICC. yet? 1 would like to know, because 
it will probably hit ICC. on its way to 
Frisco and 1 want to know when to 
expect the bit from Julie and if you can 
think of any way to get me out of a jam 
like this one, then I will be grateful to 
you for the rest of my life and t only 
hope that this entire incident has taught 
me once and for all to forget what my 
old lady taught me about broads crying 
because it has got nothing in this whole 
lousy world to do with being a gentle¬ 
man, believe me, and if anyone should 
know, I guess 1 am the guy and I hope 
nothing like this will ever happen to you 
and this chick Ethel you wrote me 
about in your last letter because she 
sounds like something real great and 1 
am glad that at least somebody is 
making it fine because I have got six 
weeks to go in this crummy (dace and it 
is not at all like in the movies because 
all the nurses are dogs and they would 
not even let Jackie Reed leave me a 
bottle of that great Scotch. 

But be good, Jim boy. And write 
when you get a chance. And i guess 
things could be worse, only how can a 
guy ever really be sure, if you know 
what 1 mean. 

Like always, 

P.V. 


“Yob it pretty fresh for a two year old!” 









A beefy, bored-acting desk scrge.ur 
flicked a stubby thumb toward one ol 
the doors. 

'•Tell it to them. - ' He reached for the 
ringing phone. He’d listened to my 
report ol a murder I d seen being 
committed. And he'd dismissed me as 
just another wild-eyed screwball. 

Not that I blamed him too much. 

I hiked across tlte precinct outer 
office and opened the frosted glass door 
which had been indicated. 

There was a uniformed Negro cop 
pecking away at a typewriter 3 t one of 
the desks. Another man looked up from 
the evening paper, then promptly re¬ 
treated back of the headlines again. 

“Something, mister?” politely in¬ 
quired the Negro sergeant. He'd swung 
away from the battered typewriter. 

I told him my name was George Lane 
and that I'd just witnessed a killing. 

That caused the other cop to toss 
aside the folded newspaper and squirm 
up into an interested position behind his 
desk. 

“Where did this happen, Mr. Lane?” 
queried the soft-voiced sergeant. 

I said that I’d seen one man strangle 
another man in a third floor flat a few 
blocks from there. I explained that I 
occupied a room in an adjacent board¬ 
ing house. That I'd seen the murder 
purely by happenstance. 

"You get a good look at the men?” 
This from the hefty, thin-haired plain¬ 
clothes officer at the other desk. 

1 turned toward him and nodded. 
“At one of them. The killer. The man 
he killed was standing with his back to 
the window.” 

They were sizing me up. No doubt 
murder was routine business for them. 
The Negro sergeant made a comment to 
the eltect that sometimes a few drinks 
could cause a man to see things. 

He didn’t come right out and say I 
was drunk. He was merely probing lor a 
reaction. 

I admitted I’d indulged m several 
highballs before going back to the dingy 
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room economics forced me to consider 
home. 

“Well, it won’t hurt to check it out, I 
guess,*' cautiously said the beefier cop. 
He sighed, heaving to his feet. “I’ll have 
the dispatcher shoot a cruiser over 
there. What was that address again?’’ 

They were so calm and matter-of-fact 
about violence and death. I suppressed 
annoyance and settled down to wait for 
the unit assigned to investigate to call 
in. 

The big, quiet Negro sergeant was 
named Chapman and the older, more 
fleshy man in a charcoal plaid sport coat 
and medium gray slacks was Detective 
first grade Korvath. Later, after the 
team of patrolmen reported in, I met 
their boss, the captain who headed the 
night duty roster. 

Breen was his name. Captain Patrick 
M. Breen, according to the nameplate 
on the desk in the private office I’d 
been led into. 

He was a wiry, harried-looking cop in 
his late fifties or early sixties. He waved 
me to a chair in front of the desk. 
Korvath stood just inside the room 
beside the door he’d closed. 


“Why did you come in here tonight 
with that cock-and-bull crap story?” 
Breen asked mildly. 

1 guess 1 scowled. “Say, what the hell 
is wrong with you guys, anyway? I’m 
beginning to wish I’d just turned my 
back on what 1 saw through those 
windows and forgot all about it!” 

“Where do you work, Lane?” 

“I’m not working right now. If I was, 
I wouldn’t be living in that termite 
palace.” 

“You got a record? You may as well 
tell us straight. We’ll find out soon 
enough if you lie.” 

Detective Korvath spoke from be¬ 
hind me. “Andy’s having a check of the 
files made right now, Captain.” 

So that was where the sergeant 
named Chapman had gone. Into the 
police file room to try and tab me as a 
guy with a background of arrests. 

“This tears it,” I muttered, storming 
up from the diair. “This really tears it. 
Look, I’m not the criminal! The guy 
you want is whoever it was I saw 
choking that other man!” 

“St down.” said Captain Breen. He 
didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t have to. 


Not when I sensed that the big ox 
named Korvath was prepared to back up 
the command for him. 

I sat down again. 

They told me that the team of cops 
who’d been dispatched to the address 
I’d provided had made a thorough 
search of every apartment on the third 
floor of the budding. They’d questioned 
the tenants. They’d gone all the way in 
checking out my report of a homicide. 

“The flat directly opposite your 
room is occupied by a girl named 
Jeanne Weiier,” Detective Korvath said. 
“She claims die was in there alone all 
evening. She denies that there was even 
one guy up to visit her-let alone two.” 

Breen sighed, leaning back in his 
chair to regard me with wearied bitter¬ 
ness. “You one of those creeps who gets 
a charge from coming in here and 
hollering ’wolf, Lane? Make it easy on 
yourself. Admit you gave in to a drunk¬ 
en impulse-that you pulled this for a 
gag. Say that and you can walk out of 
here.” 

I hadn’t heard the door behind me 
open. Evidently, the big Negro sergeant 
had poked his head in to shake it, 
indicating that I wasn’t in their files. He 
said something to Korvath before he 
eased shut the door again. 

“Andy’s ready whenever you are. 
Captain,” Korvath said. 

Breen nodded, continuing his glacial 
stare across the desk at me. “We’ve 
typed up a statement for you to sign. 
Do that and get out of here-and don’t 
come back,” he said curtly. 

I was really boiling by then. I lunged 
up, bracing my hands on the desk, 
leaning over it to glare back at the 
homicide department boa. 

“If you want to let some guy kill 
another guy and get away with it, okay! 
But HI be damned if I’ll sign anything 
that says I’m a liar or some kind of 
thrill-crazy nut!” 

“You still say it happened?” Breen 
rose slowly from behind the desk. “All 
right, Lane. Let’s (day this out. But let 
me warn you. From here on, God help 
you if you try to screw us up!” 

Korvath drove. We went back to the 
cheap boarding house and I showed 
them the window I’d been standing at 
when Td seen the murder. Then, we 
woke up some more people in the 
rundown apartment budding across the 
dley. 

hi particular, we woke up a brunette 
named Jeanne Weiier. The sullen pout 
to her lips became a pronounced sneer 

(Continued on page 62) 
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A SHORT STORY BY TOM PHILLIPS 



It was 3 20 of a cloudy, gloomy December 
•ftamoon. Ai I hurried around my photography 
studio picking up for my next appointment. 

I cursed fervently. Mrs. Bemhof and her bra tty little 
Prentiss. “You bet your sweet life, you Indulgent 
old bat," I muttered, “you'll be billed for the spot that 
wwed-off house-ape wrecked. The frames he dropped in 
the waiting room too ..." Moments later the studio had regained 
some semblance of order. HeatHy I checked my catendn- Misa 
Dorothy Neill, 3:30 Pil. WM, anyway, I mused, it's human. Then I 
froze, recalled the appointment had been phoned in. Pray, Barney! Not 
another kid! The casual onlooker has no idea how brutal a photog's 
life can be. Day after day, killing you naif to tr a nsform a shriveled, 
simpering spinster into a facsimile of Doris Day, or budding an elder 
statesman out of a town mayor, gas-station owner, mortician, or garbage-scow 
pilot. It can definitely unhinge. Then the brats. Throwing toys, bawling, vomiting, 
swHqprtg on the tripods, running their sticky fingers over the lenses. God, how 
had I ever acquired my reputation as a master baby photographer? I hated the little wretches with 
brain-corrosive passion. The buzz of the waiting-room door brought me from my funk. I found 
my client, sitting on one of the couches—nervously paging through a magazine-to be 
slim, extremely pretty, perhaps thirty, dressed in an olive-green suit, matching 
pumps. She looked at me with a smile, and I sucked in my breath painfully. 

Lovely Allah has answered my prayers! Yet, beneath the composure, something 
was wrong. She le arned agitated; her movements were swift, flutter/ Something 
definitely bugged. “Miss Neill?" I Asked. "Yes ..." she quavered. 

"We're just about ready Won't you step this way?" "Uh ... Mr. Carter, 

I should tell you ..." A frightened glint shone in her wide, luminous 
eyes. Please, honey, I thought irritatedly, don't explain a thing. 

You're the vision I've been waiting for all day. Don't be a drag. 

"Yes, Miss Neill," I brushed her, 'Tatar. Perhaps you'd 
like to freshen up? In there. I'll get the setting arranged. 

Come into the studio when you're ready." "But..." 

I turned away abruptly. At that instant a changing 
nuance of expression flickered across her face. 

Seemingly anxiety was traded for stubborn angar. 

A damn-you-to-hell-anyway look But I was 




already too deeply involved in my hap¬ 
py preparations to catalog the glance. 

I got extremely busy positioning the 
floods and reflectors. This spot from 
behind would add glistening highlight to 
her lustrous hair. I hummed to myself as 
die entered, didn’t look up. Damn this 
extension anyway! 

I untangled the offending cord. With¬ 
out looking at Miss Neill, I ducked 
behind the plate glass viewer, began 
focusing. “Now, Miss Neill, did you 
want a three-quarter or . .. ?“ Then my 
fingers froze on the control, my heart 
gave one hysterical leap, then went out 
of business altogether. 

In the finder—in my studio, not more 
than five feet away-in actuality-flesh 
and blood— 

Miss Neill lay full length on a long, 
low bench, her flowing, red hair thrown 
gracefully over one shoulder, a thin strip 
of azure silk trailing over her stomach. 
And that was absolutely all! Otherwise 
and altogether, upsidedown and all she 
was completely, devastatingly nude! 

Now understand this about me. I’m 
no operator; I’m just a small-town boy 
who never made good. Even though I’m 
still a bachelor. I’ve never pursued the 
form divine over-zealously. In fact, this 
was the first time Fd ever seen it first 
hand, it was my first naked broad! 

My Adam’s apple bobbed once, stuck 
fast, made a glopping sound. My ears 
got hot, my face turned lobster red. I 
blinked several times, but it was all the 
same. The inverted figure, ripe, volup¬ 
tuous, still remained, the eyes stared 
unflinchingly at me. Now the lips curled 
amusedly. 

“Mr. Carter?” she teased. “Is some¬ 
thing wrong?” 

“You . . . your clothes ...” 

“Yes? What about them?” 

1 dared to peer over the top of my 
camera. 

“Sorry to shock you, Mr. Carter ” 
she grinned, “but I tried to tell you. 
You were so busy being officious, you 
wouldn’t listen.” 

My eyes roved over her ravishing 
body, even more breathtaking sans 
benefit of camera lens. She propped 
herself on one elbow, and the flesh of 
her stomach and breasts quivered slight* 
ly. Now she drew her arm back, and the 
breasts blossomed, the nipples became 
hard, erect. Her hips were full and firm, 
swept to lovely, exciting legs in elo¬ 
quent rush. 

1 forced my eyes away. “Miss Neill,** 

I mustered courage from any and all 
quarters, “I ... 1 don’t take this kind of 
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picture. Anyway, not with subjects your 

age . . .’* 

“Oh?" she said languidly. “And just 
where do you draw the line?” 

“Well... well.. certainly not over 
age three.” 

“Don’t stall me, Mr. Carter. 1 know 
all you photogs do this. You learn it at 
photography school.” 

“Please, Miss Neill,” 1 stammered, 
angered with myself, trying to untangle 
the snarled skein of lechery and 
modesty at odds in my brain, “put your 
clothes on ... ” 

She stretched a smooth, excitingly 
curved leg. “Why? Most men want me 
to take my clothes off. Isn’t your 
bearskin rug big enough for little old 
me?” Her voice was rapidly becoming 
more slurred, more seductive. 

“No, Pm afraid not,” I blurted. 
“Miss Neill! I have no bearskin nig!” 

“Don’t apologize. This bench’ll do 
nicely. Ready?” 

“Yes ... no! I’m not ready!” My 
frustrated exasperation mounted. “Miss 
Neill, you’ve baited me long enough. 
I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to leave." 

“Now, please, doll. . . let’s not be 
hasty. Why don’t we drop all this 
formality?” She ran her fingers luxuri¬ 
ously over creamy thighs. “After all, it’s 
hardly necessary. Call me Dotty. And 
what c’n I call you, lover?” 

“Barney ... uh ... Bernard ...” My 
resolve was fading fast. 

“Barney. That’s cute. Come here, 
Barney ...” 

Like a zombie, I heeded her bidding. 
This is crazy, my mind raged, insane, 
absolutely impossible- 

“Here, sit beside me.” Her smile was 
sultry, lewd. “C’mon, 1 won’t bite 

Suddenly her arms were around my 
neck; she was pulling me down on her. 
Her lips shone with iridescent allure, her 
eyelids sank to half-mast. Then our lips 
met in grinding, turbulent contact, 
clouds of steam sizzled. She clung fren- 
ziedly to me, branding my body with 
hen. Pure male reflex took over then, 1 
found myself caressing her breasts. 

“Nasty-poo,” she murmured, holding 
my hands. “Pictures, remember? You’ll 
bruise the merchandise.” 

At such dose range I found Dotty’s 
breath was martini-clogged; it would 
have started windmills in a Dutch paint¬ 
ing. She was sozzled, and I do mean 
sozzled. 

“Maybe later,” she purred ferally, 
“but for now, make with the click-click. 
I've got a score to settle with a dirty, 
no-good two-timer. Harvey ... my hus¬ 


band ...” 

Instantly my heart sank into the 
west. “Your husband? But you ... the 
appointment was made for Miss Neill.” 

She giggled. “You mean you didn’ 
spot me? Brother, that’s rich.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Neill's justa’ dodge. The name Mad¬ 
ison ring a bell?" 

“Madison?” Oh, Lord, no! Madison, 
Harvey Madison! “Not the Harvey 
Madison?” 

“The same.” 

I’d be drawn and quartered. He was 
only Wheeler’s leading citizen. Mr. Big. 
With a capital $. He owned half the city. 
Real estate, the tractor factory, a string 
of restaurants. He was no man to foci 
with. 

“I really must insist, Miss Neill... 
Mrs. Madison ... You must leave. I 
can’t take this kind ...” 

“Whats’smatter, Barney? Chicken? 
Don’t get all worked up. We’re di¬ 
vorced.” S3le loosed a gentle burp. 
“Tha’s why all die drinkin’.” She drew 
herself upright, became belligerent. 
“But don’t get me wrong. I know what 
Pm doin’.” 

“Well, if that’s the case,” I said 
lamely, my brain churning, hot flames 
beginning to lick and crackle low in my 
body, “then I guess... it’ll be all 
right...” Not really understanding 
what difference a divorce made, I pulled 
away from her, went camerawaurd. Lest 
my primitive impulses overpower me. 

“Yeah,” she mused aloud, “a di .. . 
vorce. That was my Christmas present 
But I’ve got one Pr him that’ll curl his 
hair.” She saw me waiting. “Oh yeah, 
pictures. How do ya’ like this?” She 
threw her shoulders back, arched her 
back, made her breasts stand out in 
breathtaking profile. 

“Fine,” I gurgled, my pulse making 
like a bongo concerto. “Just hold it.” 1 
ran into the waiting room, killed the 
lights, locked the doors. “All right,” I 
said upon returning, “let’s get with it, 
honey.” 

For the next hour it was a gold- 
plated ball. 1 must have shot over fifty 
pictures of Dotty, posed in every con¬ 
ceivable position. In repose, in motion 
-modest, wanton—protesting, supplica¬ 
ting— Each time 1 touched her, adjusted 
her head, the line of her lush hips, the 
angle of her lovely legs, the fevers raged 
higher, more uncontrollably. 

Then the kisses she poured at me, 
pulling me down to her occasionally to 
refresh me. “I/>rdy, doll,” I sighed, out 
(Continued on page SO) 










































































TO PARAPHRASE an old, old riddle— 
which came first, the dirty joke or the 
blue comedian? For as long as there has 
been a tradition of humor and comedy 
there has been blue, racy, ribald, spicy, 
off-color, bawdy, filthy (choose one) 
humor and comedy, and for all we 
know the very first joke ever told may 
have been a smutty one. 

But with the burlesque circuit an 
undernourished shadow of its former 
voluptuous self and nightclubs severely 
hurt by the TV monster, it may seem 
slightly preposterous to claim there is 
anything left of blue comedy let alone 
anything new. Surprisingly enough, blue 
humor thrives today as it never has 
before. However, it is found in many 
more shapes and forms now than in 
yesteryear. Television, of course, is the 
great blue-joke barrier and even if the 
nightclub audience for bawdy chuckles 
is small-and this is debatable-the 
demand for risque books and the so- 
called party records is expanding enorm¬ 
ously. The nation has not yet complete- 

42 GENT 


ly overcome its repressive Puritan ethic, 
but the bluenoses are losing out as 
Americans come to enjoy greater free¬ 
dom of expression and heightened 
sophistication. What then—to repeat the 
question posed by the title—is new in 
blue? And where do you find it? 

“You’ll find blue comics in any small 
nightclub out of town-what else are 
they going to talk about but sex?” says 
Joe Cohen, who covers the nightclub 
circuit for Variety. Thus in literally 
hundreds of clubs and roadside houses 
known only to people who live in the 
area, young-and not so young-comics 
are expounding about basic urges. 

As a general rule, wherever you find 
strippers and/or “exotic dancers,” there, 
too, will be the shopworn veterans of 
burlesque or young comedians learning 
their craft the hard way. The Gayety 
Theatre in Baltimore is part of the 
nation’s last remaihing burlesque circuit 
which also includes outposts in Toledo, 
Pittsburgh, Cleveland, St. Louis and 
Baltimore; Allentown and ReadjJtPa.; 


and Youngstown, Canton and Dayton, 
Ohio. Also, Cicero and Calumet City, 
Dl. are both well-known as strongholds 
of blue humor and skin shows. The 
gambling casinos of Las Vegas, Reno, 
and Lake Tahoe often have small 
rooms-the former burlesque great, 
Looney Lewis, is a fixture in one of 
them-where the humor is almost as 
uninhibited as the gambling. A similar 
situation exists in the legendary borscht 
belt, where most of today’s top comics 
at one time or another learned to earn 
their yocks. In addition, certain clubs 
around the country-for example, the 
Surf Club at Revere Beach, Mass.; Belle 
Barth’s Pub and the Row Wow Room of 
the Thunderbird Motel, both in Miami 
Beach; the Anaheim Bowl in Anaheim, 
Calif.; Detroit’s Red Rooster Club, and 
the Frontier Room in Kansas City-are 
more than hospitable to blue humorists. 

In Chicago, the steadiest drawing 
card is Phil Tucker (“Filthy Phil,” he is 
affectionately called), self-styled 
“Queen of Poland,” who held forth at 



Call 'em what you will—blue, racy, ribald, 
spicy, off-color, bawdy, filthy— 
the good old jokes are still with us. 

And so are the comedians who tell 'em. 

new report 
(good) on some 

old jokes 
(blue) 

By Bob Abel 


the Silver Good lounge for years and is 
now luring his army of faithful follow¬ 
ers from one kush Street bistro to 
another. Ex-chorus boy Tucker, still 
whipcord-slim and apparently fuelled by 
perpetual suggestive motion, delivers a 
rapid-fire line of gay patter while boun¬ 
cing hither and thither about the stage 
leering out lines like: “Parades thrill me. 
They really do. My brother and I used 
to sit on the front porch on the Fourth 
of July with our dresses on and when 
the drum major went by with his big 
baton ...” An expert mime and mono- 
logist. Tucker holds the stage for hours, 
depending as much on his mannerisms 
and famous tags-an incredibly obscene 
wink, followed by a silently mouthed 
“You sonuvabitdi”-as he does on such 
fairly pedestrian lines as (to two men 
sitting temporarily alone), “Better stop 
holding hands, boys-the girls just came 
out of the john.” Then leaping to his 
electric organ he makes bawdy hash out 
of such standard ballads as “Hey, 
There!” ... “Oh, it’s aOgoing in one ear 


and out the other "... crashes out a 
ripple of chords with every stop shaking, 
leaps sideways to make an impossible 
proposition to his drummer, and pirou¬ 
ettes into a contretemps with the tubu¬ 
lar mike just below his chin. 

Tucker’s is not the biting, socially 
conscious humor “in” today. His mater¬ 
ial centers on the flitty impression 
created by his mannerisms and on his 
"naughty,” ostensibly spontaneous 
asides in the same vein. Perhaps for this 
reason the audiences he sends into 
helpless hysteria contain at least as 
many comfortable Momma and Poppa 
types as they do hip young moderns. 

There is also a Negro theater circuit, 
which encompasses the famed Apollo 
Theater in Harlem, the Uptown Theater 
in Philadelphia, Atlantic City’s Club 
Harlem, phis others in Washington and 
Baltimore, that are patronized by fans 
of Redd Foxx, Moms Mabley and 
Nipsey Russell, lately of television fame. 
At the Apollp,-there is a comic on every 
iq, except when gospel groups are 
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being featured. Another Harlem “blue 
room” is the Baby Grand Cafe, which 
frequently serves as a hothouse for 
bawdy jokesters. Even such famous 
rooms as Chicago’s Mister Kelly’s and 
The Roundtable in New York some¬ 
times echo to riotous laughter set off by 
a particularly blue line. Lastly, there are 
the intimate rooms, where the best 
rising new talent may usually be viewed. 
The Monkey Bar, a cabaret located in 
the Hotel Elysee on New York’s posh 
East Side, has long been a youth hostel 
for blue comics on the ascendant. In 
business for twenty years, it remains an 
“in” place where hard-to-shock audien¬ 
ces are given a run for their minimum. 
Comedienne Ruth Wallis sharpened her 
routines here before cutting her popular 
party record. The Spice Is Right (Jubi¬ 
lee 20S0), and Nancy Andrews waxed 
blue here before becoming a featuret’ 
player in Broadway musicals. 

Although a blue comic with both a 

(Continued on page 47) 
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Hands Down! 


GENT’S D-cup on these pages is a 
beauty competition winner by the 
name of Sabine - and she’s won aJl 
contests hands down so to speak. 
Actually, Sabine’s won two beauty 
contests in England, and on both 
occasions she’s crossed the stage 
to thunderous applause - why not? 
Her perfect body 37-inch bust, a 
tiny waist (only 23 inches), and 
36-inch hips above long, tapering 
lcgs-brought votes for first 
place from every judge. We could 
also tell you that Sabine’s smart 
as hell, but why 
perfect picture, 
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OLD JOKES (BLUE) 

(Continued from page 43) 

flair and a following can find plenty of 
work these days, it remained for Jackie 
Kannon, a well-traveled comedian with 
a flock of partisans around New York 
City, to solve the problem of matching 
the right comedian to the right audience 
in the right room. Kannon’s solution 
was both simple and logical: he opened 
his own club, The Rat Fink Room; a 
comfortable L-shaped bistro perched 
atop The Roundtable on East 50th 
Street. Kannon, who is also the only 
comedian to have his own publishing 
company-Kanrom, Inc.-is a compact, 
dapper, good-looking man just out of 
his 30s. His proverbial Bibig Break came 
in 1949 when he was hired at Detroit’s 
swank Gay Haven for $450 a week; he 
ended up hanging around for four years 
and increasing his salary ninefold. Kan- 
non is one of those who have found that 
there has been a dramatic transforma¬ 
tion in the audience mentality since 
they broke into show biz in the 1940s. 
Audiences are far more liberal and 
tolerant these days-in New York “fan¬ 
tastically so” Kannon says-and the 
tum-away business at The Rat Fink 
Room, during a time of nightclub dol¬ 
drums and closings in New York, is vivid 
evidence of this. While he doesn’t con¬ 
sider himself a blue comedian-~“I go 
with the topical thing, and put some¬ 
thing risque into it, something they 
wouldn’t hear on television,” he ex¬ 
plains there’s little doubt that his irrev¬ 
erent, bitter-patter monologues and 
ribald song parodies, punctuated with 
insulting asides to the audience, enjoy a 
kind of hip blueness all their own. 

His “two big words,” Kannon says, 
are “hump” and that second-most fam¬ 
ous of four-letter expressions (hint: the 
middle letters are “hi”), but his real 
comic impact comes from his sudden 
switches and rapid-fire brash remarks. 
After a salute to New York as a “filthy 
town” “The Department of Sanitation 
has been condemned by the Board of 
Health” Kannon looks to Washington 
for other inanities. Since the Walter 
Jenkins episode, he points out, LBJ “is 
no longer saying, 4 I want you behind 
me.' ” This naturally suggests a mastur- 
batory ballad—‘7 W Got the Whole 
World (pause) In My Hands” mi then 
a Jewish James Bond fantasy revolving 
around “Israel Bond, dairy fairy.” A 
couple gets up to leave. Kannon sends 
them off with a “Good night, Sir, the 
Taft Hotel is quiet. If the broad doesn’t 


go, the house detective is a hooker!” 
When a girl gets up, handbag in tote, 
obviously on her way to the little girls’ 
room, Kannon serenades her: ‘Tip toe, 
to the poo-poo, make a wee-wee ...” 
Several months ago, he tells us, he “was 
in Selma.” Selma, Alabama? “No, Selma 
Schwartz!” Perhaps it’s somewhat pre¬ 
dictable humor, but it convulses the 
audience. Immediately after explaining 
he has poor eyesight, Kannon informs a 
member of the audience: “Excuse me, 
but your fly’s open.” Before the laughs 
die down, he’s off singing, ‘7 fatt in love 
too easily.” The crowds come to see 
Kannon because there is an aura of free 
form revelry in his room. They know he 
apparently will say whatever comes into 
his mind, and his cleverness in doing so 
must be measured by the fact that The 
Rat Fink Room is the most successful 
new club to open in New York over the 
past few years. 

For his part, Kannon believes that all 
comics would like to have the freedom 
to say whatever they want-“There’s 
not a comic alive who wouldn’t love to 
do dirty humor,” he maintains-and by 
playing only his own room he ensures 
himself that freedom. Interestingly 
enough, when other conics visit The 
Rat Fink Room, they frequently get up 
and offer some thoughts considerably 
bluer than anything Kannon has on 
mind. That raucous Buddy Hackett or 
Milton Berle should do so is no great 
surprise, but Allan Sherman, urban folk- 
nik, is hardly known for his four-letter 
vocabulary. However, this does suggest 
that the restrictions of television and 
the big-name nightclubs deprive us of 
some richly raunchy humor. Many of 
the greatest comics of this century came 
out of burlesque, including W.C. Fields, 
Abbott & Costello, Red Skelton, Phil 
Silvers, Bert Lahi, Bobby Clark, Sophie 
Tucker and Leon Errol. Even more 
recent stars such as Jack E. Leonard, 
Joey Adams and lovable Danny Thomas 
have been known for their way with a 
racy quip. There is a veddy famous 
comedian, who shall be nameless here, 
who tosses off so many blue lines during 
the run-through of his television show 
that each week an “inside” crowd shows 
up just to catch the rehearsal. The 
popular new comedian, Bernie Allen, is 
a former cabdriver who used to enter¬ 
tain his fares with marvelously ribald 
stories. Finally he followed his passen¬ 
gers’ collective advice, and became a 
professional comedian. 

If the audience has indeed become 
sauce mature, why then are the owners 


of the major clubs so worried about 
offending our sensibilities? If a comic 
outgrows his blue material-humor that 
was honed on a small town audience 
well and good, but why should a funny¬ 
man whose comic insights are becoming 
sharper all the time be required to 
ignore sex once he hits the alleged big 
time? “Television,” says Kannon, who 
has done his share of Sullivans and the 
like, “gives the standup comic the 
courage-to work small.” Stated another 
way, television is simply a chicken 
medium. 

Meanwhile, nothing succeeds like 
success, and accordingly the Kannon 
canon for a successful club inspired 
another interesting club in New York a 
few years ago. The Phone Booth, which 
featured Lenny Kent s “Party Line.” 
Kent, a stocky, bespectacled, hard¬ 
working survivor of four decadesrplus 
“in saloons,” as he puts it, hosted an 
entertainment phenomenon that was a 
combination of the Tonight Show , Hot 
Line , and a regular nightclub act. “It’s 
the Tonight Show without censorship,” 
Kent once said, adding, however, that 
“we don’t sanction four-letter words.” 
The idea behind Kent’s “Party Line” 
was that any guest could use one of the 
114 telephones hooked into a loud¬ 
speaker (each phone at each table, in a 
sense, was really a microphone) to talk 
to another guest, to take a call from the 
babysitter or other outside caller, or to 
speak with Kent, one of his guest stars 
invited up from the audience, or one of 
the performers-the room booked major 
talent, such as singers Arthur Prysock 
and Joe Williams. Since there was no 
beeper to monitor the telephone mes- 
sages, and Kent’s aggressive chatter pro¬ 
voked hecklers, one of his important 
tasks was to keep the action lively but 
not too livid. “We all get brazen,” he 
said. “It’s the battle of the hecklers.” 
Finding someone he knew in the audi¬ 
ence, Kent introduced him with a flour¬ 
ish, quickly adding, “He’s got the per¬ 
sonality of V.D.!” The guest returned 
the compliment in kind. Kent’s rejoin¬ 
der: “Why don’t you stick a wire up 
your keester and do Peter Pan!” If 
someone got too rutty over the phone, 
Kent could shut him off. Further, he 
maintained careful control over the 
guests who joined him on stage. “I like 
to get dirty,” he once commented, “but 
I don’t want my guests to get dirty. 
When they’re up here, they don’t make 
my place a toilet.” 

As Kent viewed the show, the main 
shtick was to “take off our ties and tear 
down the world.” His contributions to 


GENT 47 



this end were a rambling discourse on 
nutters great and small. “Should a 
gentleman offer a Tipalfillo to a fag?” he 
wondered. This in turn lead him to 
recount a drive he took through Green* 
wich Village: “1 put out my hand for a 
right turn and someone kissed it. He 
had some trouble adjusting the height of 
the microphone. “That’s a switch,” he 
said self-deprecatingly. “I can’t get it 
down.” Paraphrasing an old Dorothy 
Parker line, he observed that “if all the 
girls in America who loved Frank Sina¬ 
tra were laid end to end, I wouldn’t be 
at all surprised.” Kent, who has been 
around long enough to sense the differ¬ 
ence, thinks “everyone’s hip today.” 

Thus far we nave been speaking of 
sophisticated blue belters who are trying 
something new after years of standup 
comedy in clubs around the country. 
Kent, for example, began playing Bronx 
dubs while in his early teens and his 
credits include most of the major rooms 
in the country. Interestingly enough, 
though, the hottest new comic to prove 
himself true blue in clubs around the 
South and Southwest is a smallish, 
dark-haired, freckled-faced, country boy 
from Georgia named Autry Inman. A 
graduate of the fabled “Grand Ole 
Opry” radio program, Inman tells his 


whisky, but he dearly could end up 
being the biggest thing to hit the South 
since Scarlett O’Hara. 

Even further south, you’ll find the 
Richie Brothers, three Miami boys who 
ring, (day a variety of instruments, and 
in general do a bare-faced imitation of 
the late Ernie Kovacs’ Nairobi Trio—in 
short, a covey of cultivated nuts. A 
veteran trio, Sal, Lou and Rich now 
make the Pow Wow Room of Miami’s 
Thunderbird Hotel their headquarters 
with an act matte up of jokes, singing 
tongue twisters, sing-elongs, and general 
mayhem. One brother greets the crowd 
by reciting his favorite welcome to a 
newborn baby: “Welcome, little stran¬ 
ger/ You’ve made two people glad/ You 
took a load from Mother/ And made 
room again for Dad!” Looking about 
the room, another brother admires the 
belles at the bar: “Oh boy, I like these 
Bible dresses around the bar— lo and 
behold 1 ." Noticing two men by them¬ 
selves, brother number three gives them 
a phone number and these instructions: 
“Call up and ask for Sally. If a guy 
answers, don’t hang up -he’s better than 
she is!” Next, a tribute to television 
commercials: “Double your pleasure, 
double your fun-better to sleep with 
two women than one!” Some intra¬ 


own versions of some of the classic dirty 
jokes and makes broad plays cm words 
with a properly rustic sense of wonder 
that so many things could happen to 
one man. While he was in the army in 
Germany, he was part of a firing squad 
assigned to execute a beautiful woman 
spy. She showed up in a flimsy negligee 
and twice delayed the execution by 
dropping a shoulder strap. But she died 
anyway, Inman recalls in a thick Geor¬ 
gia drawl, “shot through the heart by a 
flying trouser button!” If Inman has a 
stock in trade, apart from his “Nashville 
sound,’ it is the double entendre. His 
wife, he reports, expected a grand piano 
for Christmas, but the best he could 
deliver “was a small, upright organ.” 
Giggling away at his own jokes, he asks 
the audience if they’ve heard about “the 
old maid who got half way to Florida 
before she found out that a seventeen- 
inch Admiral was a television set?” And 
how about “the guy who goosed a ghost 
and got a handful of sheet?” In the 
same vein of bathroom humor, Inman 
confesses, “I’m so stingy that I wring 
out the toilet paper!” Then again,, 
women can’t be trusted. They’re Hot¬ 
headed: “When a girl marries a ta ilo r, 
she doesn’t know which way to turn!”' 
Inman, with his com pone raunchiness 
may not be everyone’s cup of Tennessee 
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brother banter then proceeds at its own 
risk: “I’ll get you a manager so you can 
stop handling yourself!” Reunited, it is 
time to tell about the sheepherder who 
applies for a driver's license. “Can you 
make a U-tum?” he is asked. “HeU,” he 
boasts, “I can make their eyes pop!" 
And the best story of the night concerns 
a Texan who wakes up in bed with a 
dark-skinned gal. “Who the heD are 
you?” he roars. “1 don’t know who I is 
today, bass,” she replies sweedy, “but 
las’ night you told me I was The Yellow 
Rose of Texas!” 

Elsewhere on the blue humor circuit, 
things remain about as racy as ever. B.S. 
Pully, the celebrated “Tolstoi of Toi¬ 
lets" and “High Lama of Latrines” (best 
known for his Big Jule-from-Chicago 
role in both the stage and film versions 
of Guys and Doth), still discourses on 
his favorite subjects which include sca- 
tology, rape, and necrophilia. The 
gravel-voiced Pully used to boast that he 
was “duh only act in town wit’ a 
lookout,” and he also claimed that “Wit 
my kind a language, I can say one woid 
and toin dis joint into a parking lot 
overnight!” A typical Pully story con¬ 
cerns the prostitute who asks a friend 
for a small loan-“just until I can get 
back on my ass again”—but he is just as 
funny* when he addressm the audience 


as “You rat bastards” and comments on 
their proclivities. “I'd love to give wit’ 
duh Shakespeare once in a while, but 
dent society broads, dey won’t let me,” 
he has observed. “Dey want duh doity 
jokes, an’ duh move doit diovded on, 
duh better. Now an* den dey tell me I 
talk too rough, so whadda 1 do, I go 
safe. So I toin aroun’ an’ here dey are, 
gettin’ loaded. An’ before ya know it, 
dey’re talkin’ doitier’n me!” 

As mentioned earlier, the Negro 
comic, Nipsey Russell, has graduated to 
television, and recently he has been 
joined by his confrere. Redd Foxx, who 
has frequently argued that Negro comics 
have had to use blue humor because it 
was necessary for them to slant their 
material to the lands of places in which 
they’re allowed to work. In the mean¬ 
time, “Pigmeat” Markham, one of the 
last of the baggy-pants vaudevQiians, 
continues to do an occasional turn at 
the Apollo, and Moms Mabtey, queen of 
the smoky sexpots, still reigns over the 
Negro theater circuit. Moms, a jolly- 
looking woman not quite as wide as she 
is tall, is terribly depressed by the fading 
sexual potency of the multitude of men 
in her life. As she gets older, die gets 
better, but everyone else is slipping. 
Amusingly smutty, die is also telling on 
her non-sexual sorties into humor. 
Examining the funnies, she points out 
that “Maggie and Jiggs never had no 
colored people in their home.” Worse 
yet, “Orphan Annie is still going to a 
segregated school...” 

If Moms Mabtey is queen of the 
Negro theater circuit, two other fe¬ 
males, Belle Barth and Rusty Warren, 
may be the top blue comics of our time, 
in terms of income. Much of this is 
derived from records, with both ladies 
having sold a lot more albums than most 
of the popular singers of the day. 

Most Rusty Warren appearances find 
150 to 200 people waiting outside for 
the next show, and when she plays 
Mister Kelly’s in Chicago, buses arrive 
each night chock full of patrons from 
Midwest cities to hear Rusty expound 
on the Good (Sex) Life. 

To earn such approbation, what hath 
Rusty wrought? Despite being billed as 
“The Knockers Up Girl,” she is an 
ordinarily proportioned woman, red- 
haired and looking slightly jaded, in her 
late 30s. She has a degree from the New 
England Conservatory of Music, a husky 
voice, and a freefaO attitude toward sex. 
Miss Warren would like to be the first 
woman to make love in outer space and 
she aspires to be the first woman Presi- 
dent-’Tve never seen any problem a 



ixi&ji cftn raise ths t a woman can t 
solve-iaytng down!*' Because she is cer¬ 
tain the Russian leaders would make an 
offer for her honor, she is prepared to 
“honor their offer.” From then on, it 
would be a simple case of “on ha, off 
her! on her, off her!” Apart from 
pla ying fast and loose with words. 
Rusty indulges in salty repartee with her 
audiences, especially the womenfolk: 
“Hey, look at the knockers on that one! 
Heh, heh, we got a lot of biggies here 
toni^it!” In fairness to the bounties of 
nature, she asks, “Did you ever get mad 
at your knockers-your little ones -did 
you? I did.” Which doesn’t inhibit her 
powers of observation at all: “What 
happened to you, sweetheart? Hey, we 
got little Nanny No-Knockers here!” 
Rusty’s piece de resistance in this area is 
when she urges the ladies to march 
around the room with chests held high. 
“Knockers up!” die commands to the 
sound of martial music. “Ladies, get 
your knockers up! Come on, ladies, roll 
your shoulders back ... nowww, 
doesn’t that make your navel tingle!” 
As the women slowly gird their loins 
and enter into “The March of the 
Knockers,” Rusty counts cadence: 
“Hut, two, three, four, throw those 
knockers up and outV ’ And afterward, 
she promises, there will be delightful 
skirmishes: “With your knockers held 
high, youTl look over at your husband, 
and you’ll say, 'Look, George, my 
knockers are up— come catch me!’ ” 

Propelled by her rabelaisian rapport 
with her audience, Rusty comments 
bitingly on our sexual mores. “It is 
im-PORT-ant for a woman to have big 
boobies. This is our world today and we 
do live in it.” When at her best she is 
also a satirist of no small insights. One 
of her routines in which she limns the 
sexual relations of a married American 
couple, where the husband must insist 
on his conjugal rights and the wife 
manages to fit him into her schedule, is 
the sort of corrosive commentary that 
other blue humorists might well seek to 
emulate. 

As for Dame Belle Barth, possibly 
the doyenne of female blue comics 
(Sophie Tucker, dirty songs and all, is 
far too “respectable” to be counted 
among the blue comediennes), she is a 
lady who looks like someone’s Jewish 
aunt, or gran (brother, and quite a good 
entertainer. Not as coarse as Pearl Wil¬ 
liams, she nonetheless uses the vocabu¬ 
lary of a stevedore. At her most genteel 
moments Miss Barth still reminds us 
that “A trip-around-the-worid is not a 
cruise!” A survey of Tunes Square 


record shops placed Miss Barth slightly 
ahead of Miss Warren in terms of popu¬ 
larity, but combined they doubtlessly 
outsell Perry Como, with Lawrence 
Welk and Shelley Berman thrown in. 

Not surprisingly, many of the popu¬ 
lar blue records involve performers who 
are known only by their records, such as 
Faye Richmonde, a songstress whose 
albums, For Men Only and A Little 
Spice, are standard items in any store 
which stocks party records. Another 
oft-heard, seldom-seen blue balladeer is 
Marty Gale, the “ Haymisha comedian” 
who sings such immortal ditties as “Lay¬ 
ing On My Back with Artha Ritis” and 
“I Bit Her on the Pippik.” There are 
also under-the-counter records, which 
are recorded illegally and distributed on 
a bootleg basis, with no royalties going 
to the performer. One of the more 
famous of these involves Dean Martin 
and Jerry Lewis doing radio commer¬ 
cials for their film. The Caddy, and 
breaking the place up with their un¬ 
printable asides. Another notorious 
under-the-counter item is a record taken 
off a tape made at a Friars’ Club dinner 
for the late Humphrey Bogart. Those 
who have heard it swear it’s funnier 
than almost any legitimate comedy rec¬ 
ord you might mention. 

Along with the boom in party rec¬ 
ords, there has been a proliferation of 
licentious (in the minds of some behold¬ 
ers) literature, a good deal of it pub¬ 
lished by Jackie Kannon’s publishing 
firm, Kanrom, Inc., which he founded 
with lithographer Alex Roman a few 
years back. Kannon’s Poems for the 
John and Jokes for the John have sold 
750,000 and 500,000 copies respec¬ 
tively. A more recent book, Sam , the 
Ceiling Needs Painting, is the most 
ribald yet, and has already chalked up 
well over a half-million sales. Kannon’s 
latest effort, Fanny Hillman—Memoirs 
of a Jewish Madam, capitalizes on two 
other bestsellers. 

In that regard, we might give some 
thought to a suggestion made by Rusty 
Warren on behalf of a “Naughty Net¬ 
work” to be run as “pay-as-you-see TV” 
for those over twenty-one. “If we could 
see humanity on TV privately,” reasons 
Miss Warren, “we’d gladly pay for the 
privilege.” Among her favorite projects 
on such a network: an hour of bawdy 
songs on “Sing Along with Mitch”; a 
daily drama, starring all the greats of 
show business, called “1 Married Liz,” 
and a somewhat altered version of 
“Queen for a Day.” 

With shows like these, who’d need 
Nielsen ratings! 
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gift for a louse 

(Continued from page 40) 

of my skull by then, stunned by my 
sudden lecher streak. “I can t stand 
much more of this.” 

“Me neither, baby,” she growled. 

Many more to go?” 

Sure, I could have done the job with 
five or six shots. Maybe even one. But I 
ask you, Dad. How would you have 

handled it? So there. 

Toward the end Dotty went into a 
real holiday routine, holding yule can¬ 
dles and wreaths I brought from the 
waiting room, placing sprigs of holly at 
strategic places all over her body. “After 
all,” she smiled drunkcnly, “it’s Christ¬ 
mas.” 

Finally I’d had it. My eyes spinning 
like pinwheels, I wordlessly started 
around the studio, clicking out lights. 

Dotty’s mouth formed salacious 
moves as she watched me. She moist¬ 
ened her lips in eager anticipation, 
opened her arms. The last light then. 
Then 1 charged her, I dragged her to a 
couch in the corner. “Darling,” she 
hissed as I kissed her, as my hands went 
on trembling topographical survey, “oh, 
darling!” She lurched as my hand sla- 
lommed down her belly, as my lips 
closed on those tempestuous nose 
cones. “Yes, oh yes!” 

AFTERWARDS Dotty lay in my arms, 
sobbing in maudlin abandon and regret. 
“God, 1 didn’t mean for it to turn out 
like this. But then, what did I expect? 
When a woman rips off her clothes. . . 
what else? Harvey, you bastard. You 
dirty bastard. 1 only meant to get the 
pictures...” 

“Oh don’t, Dotty,” I soothed, feeling 
genuine compassion for the kooky char¬ 
acter snuggled in my arms. She seemed 
suddenly small, pitiful, lost', desperately 
needful of protection. My protection , 1 
thought dazedly, a hodge-podge of con¬ 
flicting emotions sparring in my mind. 
It was my first time, remember? It had 
been magnificent, I didn’t want it to 
end. I’d die if I lost Dotty now. 

And still, overriding the wonder, the 
fulfillment, the heartfelt pity, was a 
nagging, surging curiosity. The pictures 
~ what n hell was this all about anyway ? 

“Baby, don’t cry,” I whispered, 
drawing her sob-wracked body even 
closer. “Tell me all about it. I don’t dig, 

I don’t dig at all... ” 

“What a bawl-baby,” she sniffled. 
“Crying like 1 regretted jjl this. Not so. 
darling. It was wondeigflt felt great to 
have someone want me for myself once 


more ... to be a woman again . .. 

“You’d think, with all this blub¬ 
berin’, I really loved the crumb. What a 
laugh?” Slowly she relaxed in my arms, 
her voice became reflective. 

“The only reason he married me was 
because I came from one’a Wheeler’s 
first families. Judge Talbot was my 
daddy, God rest his soul. Rea) respect¬ 
ability, though you’d never guess it t’ 
look at me now. But that’s Harvey for 
you. If it’s classy and showy, he’ll buy 
it. 

“We never, for a single minute, ever 
loved each other. Why’d I marry him 
then? Well, I was almost twenty-six, 
time was passing, he was Wheeler’s 
richest man. He turned my head. It was 
the mistake of my life. 

“Here’s the kind of crawly thing 
Harvey Madison is. Go to a party, and 
he’s sickeningly attentive, fawning over 
his beloved wife. His beloved wife, who 
can’t wear sexy clothes, who can’t 
smoke, who can’t drink liquor because 
site might upset the decorous picture he 
breaks his neck to paint. No off-color 
remarks, no damns or hells in his saintly 
wife’s presence; no other man’s allowed 
to dance with her, no other man’ll ever 
touch her, pass more than a few words 
with her. 

“Lord! If you could’ve seen him 
quizzing me some’a those nights. Would 
I swear 1 was a virgin, that no man had 
ever touched me. It was a regular fetish 
with him. Talk about sick! His wife, his 
woman ... 

“If he was eighty or something ... 
there might be an excuse. But he’s only 
thirty-five. Creepy, huh?” 

“Yeah,” I murmured, “sure is ... ” 
And this is High Society? 

“But then he gets me home, and then 
does the tune change. He all but tears 
my clothes off, uses cat-house language, 
mauls me like some animal...” Her 
voice snagged with loathing. ''That fil¬ 
thy hypocrite 1 ." 

“But that isn’t all. When I refuse to 
humor some of his kinky bedroom 
acrobatics, he starts playing the field. 
Secretaries, pickups, call girls . . . any 
pig who’d get on her back ... 

“I got wise to it in time, I hired a 
detective to tail him. So yesterday was 
payoff. As of two o’clock yesterday 
afternoon, I’m a free woman.” 

Here Dotty turned her head away, 
began sobbing anew, her tears hot on 
my naked chest. “But do you know 
what stinking, filthy trick that bastard 
pulled?” 

“Go ahead...” 

“I had him cold. The judge gave me a 


hundred-thousand a year and the prop¬ 
erty. But what I really wanted, I didn't 
get. Here’s the corker. Harvey bought 
off the newspaper boys, he got the 
adultery angle completely white¬ 
washed. ‘Mental cruelty,’ the paper said. 
‘Lack of affection, too busy with busi¬ 
ness matters . .. ’ crap like that ...” 

Once more w she regained control. 
“The snake, the sanctimonious snake!!' 
The words emerged in rasping, vicious 
explosion: “But he won’t get away with 
it! I’ll see to that. You and I’ll fix him.’’ 

“Me? What have I got to do with all 
this?” 

“The photos you just took. Don’t 
you get it: We’ll pick the sexiest one 
. . . maybe one with the Christmas 
wreaths and stuff.” She sucked in a 
quick breath, savored her plan. 

“Can’t you just see it? ‘Mr. and Mrs. 
Harvey Madison send warmest Season’s 
Greetings.' And right there, in all her 
glory, wearing nothing but a blistering 
smile, stands Ma. Talk about original 
Christmas cards.” She began to giggle. 
“Won’t poor Harvey have a fit? He’ll 
curl up and die on the spot.” Her 
laughter became louder. “Or maybe 
we’ll make a folder, include three or 
four choice shots . .. 

"1 had his secretary make a list of 
every relative, every business outlet, 
every friend, every employee in every 
plant, every restaurant he owns. Every 
damned one of them’!! get a Christmas 
card from me and my pious daddy. It’ll 
hit him where he lives, or I don’t know 
the first thing about that slimy pervert.” 

“I don’t quite follow you, Dotty. 
Shouldn't you send out shots of Har¬ 
vey? Caught in the act? With one of his 
poppsies?” 

“Maybe. Only there ain’t no such 
animal. My man never got none. So 
what’ve 1 got left?” Her eyes glistened 
vengefully. “Besides, this’ll be almost as 
good. You don’t know Harv, you don’t 
know how he was about me. I was 
his ... his property . .. nobody else 
could ever know me. And now... 
Everybody in the stinkin’ country’ll 
know me." 

Imagining the expression on Madi¬ 
son's face, when the cards deluged 
Wheeler and its environs, when they hit 
friends, relatives and customers nation¬ 
wide, 1 joined Dotty in her hectic 
laughter. And while my cackles were 
slightly more restrained, misgivings 
skulking around the edges- “Poor old 
Harvey,” I choked. 

“Yeah. Poor old Harvey,” Dotty 
shrieked, pulling me (town on top of her 
again. 


We chose a shot of Dotty kneeling on 
a white rug, her body arched gracefully 
as she gazed at the large Christmas 
ornament she held over her head. The 
shadows were perfect; they accented the 
rigid nipples, the subtle curve of her 
belly and legs in inflaming taunt. I’d 
never seen a sexier layout. And yet, the 
expression on Dotty’s face was tender, 
almost wistful-surely in keeping with 
the spirit of the season. 

Altogether we ran 1,000 of the 
unique cards. It took almost a week 
straight of printing to push the batch 
through. Time desperately short, I can¬ 
celled all other studio appointments. 
Dotty pitched in as well, we virtually 
lived in the darkroom, printing, fixing, 
drying, mounting. 

Strangely enough 1 found myself 
forming a real attachment for Dotty. 
Working together side by side- 
questionable though our scheme was-1 
knew a feeling of peace, security and 
inner warmth. A total sense of rightness. 
I had never been so happy. When Dotty 
was away, however, 1 was the original 
incomplete man. 

It wasn’t until later, in my character¬ 
istically stupid way, that I identified the 
feeling as love. But when I tried telling 
Dotty, she rebuffed me: “Please, 
Barney, don’t. Give it time, will you? 
I’m getting all kinds of sappy ideas too. 
I’m forcing myself to let it ride. Let’s 
Cool it for now, shall we?” 

Every night, after our darkroom 
stint, we ended up at the fabulous 
Madison mansion. These interludes were 
aphrodisiac delight to me. For me every¬ 
thing was brand new, while with Dotty 
it seemed she struggled to kick the 
phantoms, the repressions of her night¬ 
mare marriage. As result she threw 
herself into our marathon lovemaking 
with frightening fervor. 

There were times there 1 didn’t think 
I’d last the night. 

As Project Christmas Card neared its 
close, I began wondering how Harvey 
would take it when the bomb burst. 
You just don’t cross guys like Madison 
and get away with it. He’d been known 
to ship in muscle boys from Chicago 
before. Sooner or later he’d find out 
who the photog was. One way or 
another, I was in for trouble. 

Three days before deadline I moved 
all my equipment into storage and 
vacated my studio. We decided to fly to 
Florida until things blew over. After 
making cedfcin ironclad arrangements 
with her Igptjtagles, Dotty declared 
herself rea%to skip Wheeler. We made 
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some kind of a ritual out of taking the 
Christmas cards down to the postoffice, 
mailing them in batches of ten and 
twenty. 

We were occupying a sumptuous 
suite at the Eden Roc when Pat Harper, 
Dotty's contact in Harvey's office, 
called long distance. It was miraculous 
the things that conversation did for 
Dotty. The tension, the hate, the sour¬ 
ing lust for revenge were instantly dissi¬ 
pated. It was like seeing her reborn 
before my eyes. 

She was like an excited kid as she 
recited the details: “Pat said he was a 
wild man at the office. They could hear 
him screaming and cursing all over the 
place. Then he broke down and cried. 
They had to call a doctor to put Harvey 
under sedation. She says the office, the 
whole town’s in an uproar.” Her smile 
was rapt, peaceful. 

“God, honey,” she sighed, “but 1 feel 
good. Just think. I’ve finally squared it 
with Harvey. How I'd have loved to be 
there, see it ... " 

"Maybe now, dear,” I kissed her ear, 
“you can forget all this, maybe we can 
start over. For starters, you might even 
consider marrying me.” 

“Don’t be foolish, Barney. Marr> 
you and lose all that pretty money? 
Harvey's going to pay through the nose. 
Pay and pay. That's all part of it, can’t 
you see? What’s the matter with our 
arrangement? Or are you one of those 
proud men who objects to being kept?” 
She kissed me hungrily. “Please, please, 
baby. Let me keep you. I love you 
so ... ” 

She started, pressed a hand to her 
mouth. “Oh! 1 said a naughty/’ 

“Any time, darling,” I smiled, taking 
her roughly into my arms, my heart 
ricocheting all over my chest. 

Two days later Pat interrupted our 
idyll again. This time Dotty’s joy faded 
in mid-conversation. When she hung up, 
her mouth was grim. “Harvey’s behaving 
like a madman. He wants to strike out 


at someone, but doesn't know who. The 
disgrace is just about killing him. Pat 
says he's hired some men to Find 
you ...” 

“That figures,” I said dully. “What 
now?” 

“We’ll blow the country. My in¬ 
come’s guaranteed, my lawyers saw to 
that. So now you’ll have to let me keep 

you. Whither goest, oh mighty Lochin- 
var?” 

“You mean that? Anywhere in the 
world?” 

“Uh-huh. A sort of illegitimate hon¬ 
eymoon.” She chuckled. “On Harvey.” 

“Well, I’ve always had a yen to skip 
this civilization scene, buy a schooner, 
go bumming all over the South Seas. 
The pictures I could take ...” 

Dotty’s grin was radiant. '‘Sold,” she 
yipped. “Give the man one schooner.” 

FOR THE past month now we’ve been 
drifting through the Marquesas, luxuri¬ 
ating in aura of everlasting holiday. For 
the first time in our lives we know what 
it means to really live. Until you’ve 
made love on an isolated Pago-Pago 
beach, the odor of bougainvillea and 
frangi-pani in your nostrils, with a sil¬ 
ver-plated moon shining down, the 
breakers booming in the distance - 

Dad, you know it. 

Oh yes. The pictures. I’m getting 
scads of prize winners. Palm trees, tropi¬ 
cal islands draped in mist, volcanoes, 
outriggers, ritual ceremonies, the whole 
primitive bit. And those native girls. 
They’re frantic to pose for “Plenny- 
hansome-white-man-by-click-click-box”. 

Just skin and sand- 

By the way. Not all my models are 
bronze-breasted babes. Quite often 
Dotty insists on keeping in her hand. 
Real exotic creations, those. 

There are times I don’t give a did- 
dley-damn if I never see the states again. 

The guy’s gone native. You know 
’bout that, mon? 


“I called you 
in for a little chat, 
Hoskins ... 
man to God.” 
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had a i treat act hell, I crawl out . >n 
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Hughes had to invent a >iew sort of hr., 
to support Jane Russell's spectacular 
front And rem e mber how Card Doda used to colt her chest “them ”? There s also the unsupported <tory of a young lady wh . 
desirous of more promin ent charms, resorted to siliccme-'tis said she is currently the possessor of a large plastic lump m rlu 
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IT ALL BEGAN with pairs of purloined 
white gloves. The place was St. Louis. 
The time. 1883 -twenty-one years be¬ 
fore the Exposition and its wonders 
immortalized that bustling city in song, 
and three-quarters of a century before 
long-stemmed Judy Garland made the 
song memorable. 

The cast was headed by solid, stolid 
Anton Ludwig Feuchtwanger, a gentle¬ 
man who, in spite of the resounding 
syllables of his name, seemed little 
likely to go down in history. Lurking in 
the wings was his plump gnaedige Frau. 
The two were doing a thriving business 
at fairs, festivals and fine social club 
outings, selling their good Bavarian sau¬ 
sages to enthusiastic customers. 

Now these sausages, sizzling hot and 
dripping with juices, were eaten out of 
hand. To provide a touch of elegance, a 
commodity highly esteemed in those 
halcyon days—not to mention the more 
prosaic factor of promoting business by 
protecting the fingers of their patrons- 
the Feuchtwangers supplied clean white 
gloves to each eater. 

But the gloves had a distressing way 
of disappearing. With them went an 
alarming share of the profits. Anton and 
his Frau pondered their problem. They 
probed ways and means. Keeping a 
sharp eye on the customers and request¬ 
ing the gloves’ return as soon as the 
sausage was eaten set an edgy note to 
their genial business. Attaching the 
gloves to the counter by cords in the 
manner of children’s mittens proved to 
have drawbacks—more than one young 
lady burst into tears when she found her 
high collared escort entangled with the 


MAIN DISH: 
HOT DOGS! 


beauty down-counter from him. 

The Feuchtwangers were deep in 
gloom and considering turning to some 
less hazardous business when Mama hit 
on an idea. Why not serve each sausage 
in a bun’s warm embrace? Wunderbar! 
It was accomplished. Sausage and buns 
made their initial appearance. Man first 
bit dog. 

He has been at it ever since. Some¬ 
where around five billion hot dogs are 
eaten every year in these United States, 
with or without mustard, and we are 
told that the average American con¬ 
sumes over thirteen pounds of sausage a 
year, this including all relatives of the 
hot dog, of which there are an astonish¬ 
ing number—about 2,000 varieties. 
Consumption-wise, frankfurters account 
for some thirty percent of them all. 

Nothing, of course, is quite in a class 
with the street vender’s hot dog-bun 
steaming, aroma filling the gas-laden air, 
fellow pedestrians jostling, and the 
maitre d’ offering philosophy with the 
sauerkraut or relish. Obviously, this is 
perfection. But there are other ways to 
serve frankfurters, and very satisfactory, 
too. Those who have never experienced 
lowly lentil soup with sliced hot dogs 
added have missed one of life’s simpler 
pleasures. If you have not included 
cocktail franks in a rich dish of baked 
macaroni and cheese, make a note to do 
so soon. 

Beer, black bread, potato salad and 
barbecued franks will do well by any 
Saturday night get-together. Back in the 
1600’s the word barbecue meant a plat¬ 
form used either for cooking—or 
sleeping which gave plenty of latitude. 


There is still some in the choice of a 
barbecue sauce; scarcely a do-it-yourself 
chef exists who does not have his own 
recipe, and swears that all others are 
rank heresy. If you aren’t of this group, 
you can use a prepared sauce, doctored 
or not as you like. To barbecue the 
franks, gash them from end to end, put 
them in a shallow baking dish, cover 
well with the sauce, and bake about 
twenty minutes at moderate heat. Bast¬ 
ing a couple of times will not hurt 
matters. 

Equally good, and New Orleans in 
manner, is a creole sauce made with 
thinly-sliced sauteed onion and a moder¬ 
ate amount of chopped green pepper, 
simmered with a can of tomatoes, half a 
dozen or so chopped green olives, and a 
handful of sliced mushrooms. Season to 
taste with bay, parsley, thyme, two 
cloves, and a little garlic—use of the 
latter, by the way, was in ancient times 
thought a sure way to avert the evil eye, 
a note which possibly the Pentagon is 
not aware of. As to the creole sauce, 
simply pour it over the franks and 
proceed as for barbecued hot dogs. 
Served with the toasted, cheese-flavored 
English muffins now on the market, a 
chicory salad and light ale, you have a 
meal to remember. 

In a quick dress-up fashion for infor¬ 
mal occasions, you might gash hot dogs 
end to end, spread the slit with prepared 
mustard, insert a strip of sharp cheddar, 
top with a strip of roasted red pepper 
and bake until the cheese is melted and 
the frankfurters sizzling. Or try spiral¬ 
ling a strip of biscuit dough barber-pole 
fashion around each frank before 
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Wunderbar! 

One hundred years ago 
the sausage and bun 
got together. • • • 

It's been man 

bite (hot) dog ever since. 

By Carli Laklan 


baking-a teaspoonful or so of dry 
mustard added to the mix you use. Bake 
on a cookie sheet in a moderate oven 
for about fifteen minutes, or until the 
franks are on the verge of bursting, the 
spirals of dough a fine golden brown. 

For a cocktail party variation use 
pastry instead of biscuit dough, tiny 
cocktail sausages instead of hot dogs. 
Roll the pastry thin, cut into squares, 
spread with mustard, and fold a sausage 
into each square,* forming a triangle. 
Seal the edges well. Prick the pastry 
with a fork before baking. You may 
make them in the morning, refrigerate, 
bake just in time to serve piping hot. 

Apples and cheese go well with 
frankfurters, and here is a good, quick 
way to prepare them. Spread the franks 
lightly with mustard and put them in 
the bottom of a baking dish. Over them 
slice a thick layer of tart, pared apples. 
Sprinkle on four or five tablespoons of 
brown sugar, and bake for about twenty 
minutes in a moderate oven. Then top 
with half a cup of good grated cheddar, 
and put under the broiler until the 
cheese is melted. Boston brown bread is 
a good accompaniment. 

We know the affinity between hot 
dogs and sauerkraut, but kissing cousin 
to this is the combination of grilled 
franks with caraway cabbage. Ancient 
Greeks ate cooked cabbage to cure 
hangovers, and early-day epicures of 
Rome rated the vegetable a delicacy, 
along with flamingo tongues. The latter 
are a little hard to come by today, but 
cabbage we have. Shred it, season with 
salt, pepper and a teaspoon of sugar. 


Cook in the Chinese manner: a little 
water and less time, about five minutes. 
Drain, pour on a third of a cup of 
melted butter, and stir in a teaspoonful 
of caraway seeds. Pile the cabbage on a 
platter, surround with the broiled frank¬ 
furters, and serve. 

Hot dogs and mashed potatoes are 
another good pair. But try adding a 
teaspoon of dry mustard along with the 
butter when you whip the potatoes. Or 
grated cheddar in generous amount. In 
the latter case, put the potatoes into a 
hot oven for a few minutes before 
serving so that the cheese will melt. 

Sliced franks baked with canned 
hominy grits is a good old-fashioned 
dish, so nearly forgotten that it has 
become “new” again. So is corn meal 
mush with chopped franks added, as in 
Philadelphia scrapple, which, according 
to Benjamin, Mrs. B. Franklin made 
very well. For you to do likewise, 
follow the directions on a package of 
com meal to make the mush, season 
lightly with marjoram and sage, add the 
chopped hot dogs, and pour into a wet 
ovenproof loaf pan. Refrigerate over¬ 
night. Tbcn slice and fry in plenty of 
butter until crisp. 

And for a last note, an all-atonce 
dinner, sometime descendant of a New 
England clambake. You will need four 
sweet potatoes and four white potatoes, 
medium-sired and of about the same 
girth, two medium-sized onions, eight 
cans of husked corn, sixteen franks, and 
a quarter of a pound of melted butter. 
Hie potatoes are scrubbed and halved, 
but not peeled. Arrange them in the 
bottom of a roaster, cover them with 


the thinly-sliced onions, arrange the eax.s 
of corn on top-~6alting and peppering 
each layer as you go. Pour on a cup and 
a half of boiling water, covet tightly 
(the steam should not escape) and bake 
at 400-degrees for about one and one 
half hours, or until the potatoes are 
nearly done. Then add the tranks, and 
bake, covered, another halt hour Just 
before serving pour the melted butter 
over all. This will serve eight and will 
let you enjoy your drinks with your 
guests on the patio or in the backyard, 
with only an occasional trip to the 
kitchen to see if additional water is 
needed. Hie juice from the hot dogs 
dripping down onto the corn, potatoes 
and onions is something, as the sensible 
New Englanders who added sausage to a 
clambake knew very well. 

Sausage in one form or another has 
probably been with us nearly as long as 
man has cooked food. Cavemen made it 
when the day’s hunt provided more 
meat than could be gorged at one 
sitting, stuffing the leftovers into pieces 
of skin and sun-curing. We have pro 
gressed through the centuries, adding 
refinements and variations, until today's 
hot dog, most popular of them all, 
comes skinless or “zippered” with a 
strip of peel-down casing after the fash¬ 
ion of the cellophane on cigarette pack¬ 
ages. Recently a hamburger-shaped hot 
dog has been put on the market, and the 
promoters claim that it will increase our 
earing satisfaction no end. Whether or 
not this is true, man has been happily 
biting dog for a long time now, and he 
bids fair to continue, no nutter what 
shape they take. 
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Her name is Angela Carter] 
and in the opinion of Gent's 
wide-eyed (even dazed) edit 
Angela is the big winner fc 
the post-script spot 
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ONLY i _ the THRILL CLUB! 
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SKYSCRAPER HEEL SHOES 
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YOUNG ENGLISH GIRL 

wants to hear from any gentleman inter¬ 
ested in obtaining photos, slides, negs 
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MY GIRL FRIEND'S PICTURES 

I take pictures of my girl friend. They are 
sensationally intensifying. Sample set of dif¬ 
ferent positions shows her 41-24-35 figure 
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HIDE AND SEEK 

(Continued from page 32) 
of hostility when Breen flashed his 
badge and told her we wanted to take 
another look around. 

“Say, what is this?” she asked sharp¬ 
ly, giving the robe belt a belligerent 
cinch as she stepped aside to permit our 
entry. “Haven’t you anything better to 
do than chase around my apartment in 
the middle of the night? What sort of 
stupid hide-and-seek game are you play¬ 
ing with me?” 

“We’re very sorry, Miss Weiler,” Cap¬ 
tain Breen said. He also flashed me a 
nasty look as Korvath ambled through 
the other rooms. “This man claims he 
saw a murder being committed. We have 
to check it out.” 

“In here? He says somebody got 
knocked off up here?” Her sensual red 
slash of a mouth parted, revealing pearly 
white teeth and a glimpse of tonsils as 
she threw back her head and laughed 
loud and long. 

I stalked doggedly to about the spot 
where 1 thought the killer had been 
standing less than two hours earlier. 

“He was standing here,” I told Breen 
and Korvath. 1 reached up with both 
hands to demonstrate how they’d seize 
another man’s throat. “He grabbed that 
smaller guy and strangled him. Yeah, 
and 1 think he saw me at the window! 
Because he ducked away and moved out 
of my line of vision!” 

“Boy, is that creep sick!” disgustedly 
snorted the well-stacked girl who was 
having some trouble keeping her cotton 
print dressing robe intact over those big, 
young curves. “Just where was I sup¬ 
posed to be while all that was going on 
in here? I told those other cops! I was 
home all night and without any com¬ 
pany until you guys started parading 
through here!” 

Breen moved to the door. “All right, 
thank you. Miss. Sorry for this addition¬ 
al inconvenience.” Over his shoulder as 
he stepped iftto the hall he growled, 
“Bring him along, Walt. Although I’ll be 
damned if I know what to do with 
him.” 

It didn’t make sense. 1 was too dazed 
and unsure of myself to say anything 
until we were back at headquarters. 

When they asked again if 1 was ready 
to admit the whole thing was some 
warped hoax, I was tempted to sign 
their lousy statement and let it go at 
that. 

Instead, I began to hoarsely repeat 
what I’d already told them. So they 
dragged me into a small room that was 


barren except for a metal table and a 
pair of chairs. One of the interrogation 
rooms, I guess you call them. 

They switched on a naked ceiling 
bulb and brought in a bunch of thick 
books that looked like over-sized photo¬ 
graph albums. 

“Start going through these mug 
shots,” Korvath said at my shouldeT. 
“You finish them and we’ll bring in 
more.” 

“Can’t I do that in the morning? I’m 
bushed and I’m getting a headache,” 1 
said. 

From the doorway, Breen said. 
“Now. Do it now. You only think 
you’ve got a headache. Lane. It’s noth¬ 
ing to what you’ll have if you don’t turn 
up something more substantial than the 
b.s. you’ve been giving us!” 

By the time daylight replaced the 
ruthless brilliance of the overhead bulb, 

I was Joo groggy to notice the differ¬ 
ence when someone switched off the 
light. 

1 was still going through an endless 
procession of police pictures when the 
day crew came on. Finally, I must have 
conked out. When I awoke, 1 was on a 
cot in another room. They fed me and 
let me clean up as best I could in the 
washroom before it started all over 
a gain with the day shift homicide boys. 

“You don’t know who got killed?” 
derisively scoffed one hard-eyed cop. 

I had to say no again. They wanted 
me to describe the murdered man and I 
couldn’t do that, either. I nearly choked 
on the oft-repeated words they forced 
me to keep reciting. 

“That could be any one of about ten 
thousand guys who live iif this city,” 
another detective barked after I’d fin¬ 
ished describing the big, dark-haired 
male I’d watched working at his kill. 

“There was only a distance of about 
twenty feet between those windows,” 
grimly said the daytime captain, prowl¬ 
ing around his desk. “You claim you’d 
recognize him if you saw him again. If 
that’s true, you can do better than what 
you’ve given us for a description. Lane.” 

On and on it went. 1 wanted to leave 
but they told me I was a material 
witness being held in protective cus¬ 
tody. They sent someone to bring me a 
change of clothes and my shaving stuff. 
They fed me again and brought me a 
fresh pack of cigarettes when 1 asked for 
them. 

Then it was night and Breen was 
beck behind the desk. Chapman and 
Korvath came in and we all went around 
arid around some more. 
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“We even ran a check on the 
morgue/’ Breen quietly told me. “We 
did everything possible to see if we 
could help you back up your story', 
l cine/' 

“» just came from missing persons," 
Andy Chapman said. He gave me a 
pitying smile from across the shadowy 
precinct office. “If somebody's dead 
like you say, 1 guess you're the only 
fella who knows about it." 

“What now?" I mumbled hopelessly. 
I stared at the remote, skeptical faces. 

“You’re sticking by your story, 
boy?" gently asked Walt Korvath. 

“It could have been the booze/' 
softly prompted Captain Patrick Breen. 
“You could have seen murder instead of 
snakes or pink elephants." 

They were trying to give me an out. I 
took it. “Yeah, it could have been. I’m 
not sure of anything any more. Not 
even my name/' 1 said. 

“We could stick you with vagrancy/’ 
Breen said. “Or we could toss you in the 
drunk tank for thirty days. Or both." 

“1 know you could/’ I said. 

He made a motion of dismissal be¬ 
fore staring down at the accumulation 
of paperwork on the desk in front of 
him. “Beat it. All the way out of the 
city. Lane. Be long gone by morning." 

Nothing else was said. Korvath 
stayed in the office with Breen. Chap¬ 
man opened the door and walked out 
after me. 1 heard the clatter of type¬ 
writer keys as I shuffled into the corri¬ 
dor and left the building. 

Packing only took about twenty 
minutes. 1 had something like eleven 
dollars left to see me through to another 
town. 

1 was ready to pick up my suitcase 
and head for the bus terminal when 
someone knocked on the door. 

“Hi. I saw the lights go on in here/’ 
Jeanne Weiler said. She didn’t wait to be 
invited. She rolled casually past me. 

1 closed the door and leaned against 
it. staring at the sleek young babe. She 
wore a mint green sheath dress and the 
sort of perfume that practically begged 
for rape. 

“You’re just in time to kiss me 
goodbye/’ l said. 1 shoved away from 
the door, moving toward her. 

She wasn’t at all scared. 

“Why not make that a ‘hello’ kiss, 
instead 9 " she said. 

1 stared at those luscious curves. 
Then, 1 decided I was definitely going 
haywire. Otherwise 1 wouldn’t be having 
such crazy mirages. 

“Just tell me one thing/’ 1 finally 
said. Without kissing her either goodbye 
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or hello. “You lied to the cops last 
night, didn’t you?” 

The brunette shrugged. Her large 
breasts bunched provocatively against 
the clinging green fabric. “What would 
have been the percentage in playing 
good citizen, Georgie?” She raised her 
hand. Her neatly-manicured fingertips 
ran lightly through my disreputable 
shock of sand-colored hair. “You’re 
cute, Georgie. Even if you are dumb.” 

“A man was killed in your flat last 
night.” Her educated chassis swayed in 
against me. Her arms slid easily around 
my neck. “He was a nothing- a cheap, 
worthless zero.” 

“You know who killed him. And 
why.” 

She shoved inward with her thighs. 
Her soft, wet, red lips grazed mine. 
“Knowing is what’s going to make me 
rich, Georgie. And you’ll be my partner, 
in everything. You’d like that, wouldn’t 
you?” 

“I’d love that,” I gulped. My own 
arms had somehow gotten around her. 
This time, I did the kissing. It was like 
cuddling up to a volcano erupting sweet, 
fiery honey. 

She laughed, pushing lazily away 
from my groping hands. “Uh-uh, lover. 
Business, then pleasure. Maybe.” 

I walked shakily over 10 flop down 
on the slip-covered sofa. She lit a 
cigarette, smiling down at me through 
seductively-lowered lashes. 

“You’ll have to talk plainer than 
that,” I croaked. “Like you said. I’m 
dumb.” 

Jeanne Weiler walked over and 
dropped gracefully onto my lap. She 
stuck the cigarette in my mouth and 1 
took a long, hard drag. I still couldn’t 
make any of it seem real. 

She pressed those gorgeous curves 
closer against me and took back her 
smoke. After she’d inhaled so that both 
of us felt the smoke swelling her lus¬ 
cious lungs, she started talking. 

The man who’d gotten himself stran¬ 
gled had been her husband. Except that 
she’d run away from poor, sniveling 
Eugene Halle more than a year ago. 

“He sure picked a great night to 
locate me again, didn’t he?” she said, 
smiling in whimsical humor as she snug¬ 
gled in my arms. “All the way from a 
pumpkin center up in Minnesota to 
here.” 

“He found you with that other guy. 
Is that how it was?” 

Jeanne poked the scented cigarette 
back between my lips and nodded in 
smiling detachment. “Bruce didn t 
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know there was a husband. I saw no 
reason to tell him. 1 never thought there 
was that much bulldog and bloodhound 
in that wizened dirt farmer. 1 only 
married Eugene because I needed a 
stake to get away from that miserable 
hick town. Who would have dreamed 
that he’d keep locking until he found 
me?” 

“Until he found this Bruce charac¬ 
ter’s hands tightening around his neck,” 

1 added, suddenly not the least bit 
anxious to get op any sort of intimate 
tenps with that gorgeous hunk of hell. 

“Eugene got excited when he saw 
Bruce come out of the bedroom behind 
me,” she said. She squirmed to a differ¬ 
ent position on my lap and retrieved her 
waning cigarette from my lips again. 

She told me how her undersized 
husband had raged, threatening to let all 
the world know what a wicked and 
soul-less slut she was—and to brand her 
big, darkhaired lover with the same 
burning tar brush. 

Bruce Coleman was her boyfriend’s 
name. He owned lots of real estate in 
addition to being on the board of 
directors for half-a-dozen companies. 
But he also had an extremely jealous 
wife. He’d acquired much of his prestige 
and all of his wealth because of the 
favorable support from her family. And, 
those influential in-laws could ruin him 
just as fast as they’d pushed him up to 
the top of the heap. 

So, lover boy Bruce had panicked 
last night. He’d pounced on the smaller, 
older guy. He’d kept squeezing with his 
hands around Eugene Halle’s throat 
until there wasn’t any life to choke 
away. 

While Td been hot-footing it along 
the deserted side streets in search of the 
nearest cop, they’d swiftly and stealth¬ 
ily bundled the body into the service 
elevator. No one else had witnessed the 
murder. 

“Just you and me,” Jeanne Weiler 
whispered, moist, warm mouth buzzing 
my cheek. She’d snubbed out the ciga¬ 
rette. She twisted around on my lap and 
I'm surprised I didn’t melt when her lips 
gave me another long, busy going-over! 

It had occured to her shrewdly 
scheming brain that there was a fabu¬ 
lous profit to be made from her late and 
unlamented hubby’s death. Even while 
Td been spewing out my incoherent 
account to the precinct desk sergeant, 
the brunette had been getting ideas. 

Bruce Coleman had phoned her after 
disposing of the corpse. He’d told her 
where he’d buried the body, assuring 


her that no one would ever discover 
what they’d done. He’d instructed her 
to deny whatever I told the police and 
she’d agreed. 

“So now you think I’ll help you 
blackmail this guy Coleman,” f mut¬ 
tered, summing up the reason for her 
highly persuasive presence. I shoved her 
off my lap and got up from the sofa. 
“What you need me in this for?” I 
growled, pacing the dim shabbiness of 
the room. 

“Simple, lover. Bruce might decide 
to kill me if I tried to play this alone. 
He won’t dare try anything when he 
knows there are two of us.” She inter¬ 
cepted me in the middle of the joom 
and bumped tauntingly against me 
again. “We can dip him for half a 
million, darling!” Her breath was wild 
and warm in my face. Her nostrils flared 
with expectant exdtement at the 
thought of so much money. 

1 pushed her away again and walked 
to the windows. 1 stood at the same 
darkened pane of glass where I’d been 
last night. I stared across the blackness 
of the alley three stories below at the 
windows of the brunette’s love nest. 

“Deal me out,” 1 said. 1 was no hero. 
Td had my bad time with the local cops. 
All I wanted was to climb on that bus 
and go as far as $11 would take me. 
Because I wasn’t that much of a buck- 
hungry bastard, either. My guts churned 
at the thought of how rotten people 
could be. People like the babe behind 
me and her bigshot boyfriend. 

It was her reflection in the window 
that saved my life. And cost here. 

I emitted a startled yelp, jumping 
aside just as Jeanne Weiler rushed for¬ 
ward with bared fangs and viciously- 
curved fingers. 

She’d intended to push me through 
that third floor window. 

Her trailing screams of terror ended 
with an abrupt thud in the alley below. 

I was numb with shock, gaping at the 
shattered remnants of jutting glass in 
the broken window frame. That’s when 
the door opened and Detective first 
grade Walt Korvath ambled in with 
Andy Chapman right behind him. 

They didn’t ask too many questions 
after I’d told them everything 1 knew. I 
was back in that cubby-hole precinct 
office when they brought in Bruce 
Coleman. 

There was lots of difference between 
a guy like him and an unemployed lug 
like me. One of those differences was 
that when it was all over, I could walk 
away and start trying to forget. 
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(STILL) 

GOLDEN CALIFORNIA 

Hu Huntingtons, the Stamfords, the Hopkins-thcy got most of the 
gold in “them thar hills." And they built great California fortunes. 

But they missed a bit of the mythic, shiny stuff. The Forty Nincrs 
used primitive, not very sophisticated hydraulic systems to collect 
the gold leached into the streams of California, and many smaller 
flakes and nuggets washed into riverbeds. 

George Scarfe and Paul Bourgeois of the United States Bureau of 
Land Management have made this ninctccnth-ccntury oversight into 
a twentieth-century hobby. Wearing wet-suits to protect them from 
the ny waters of the Yuba River near Nevada City, Calif., Scarfe and 
Bourgeois use a vacuum dredge to pump the “pay dirt" from the river 
bottom. In the center picture, Scarfe checks the sluice box, across 
which the dirt and gold laden water washes. Bottom left, the sluice 
boi and rafts are towed to shore. Top left, Scarfe pries loose the 
baffles of the sluice box: the baffles trap heavier dirt and rocks 
from the rushing water, and it is in this residue that gold can be found. 
At the end of the sluice box, the latter-day miners resort to 
a time honored utensil the washtub. After the water passes through 
the sluice, it dumps into the tub. Using a pan, top right, the final 
Judge is checked over. And the result of a day's work? About a 
dollar s wortlucf the pure thing (bottom right). Not likclv to shake 
the gold standard or to pay for the equipment necessary for 
the operation. But there’s always an off chance of striking a new 
bonanza, and. as the miners say. It s a good way to spend a vacation 
and take home a little gold.” 
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“AT WHAT COST PRIVACY?” ASKS A SUCCESSFUL WRITER. 

THIS IS THE FIRST IN A SERIES OF GENT FEATURES 

THAT WILL OFFER EVERY READER AN OPPORTUNITY TO SOUND OFF 

ON ANY SUBJECT THAT HAS HIM UP-TIGHT. THIS FORUM IS 

OPEN TO YOU-JUST WRITE TO GENT FOR DETAILS. BUT FIRST: 

READ THIS EXCELLENT BEGINNING TO THE GENT FORUM. 


NOT LONG AGO, I received a call from 
my bank, telling me that the Internal 
Revenue Service had seized my bank 
account for a tax bill of $365.00. 
Seizure of one’s bank account is an 
alarming experience, as you already 
know if you have been subject to this 
form of I.R.S. terrorism. It means you 
can't cash a check, can’t pay a bill, can’t 
move; it can do tremendous damage to 
your credit rating. And it has happened 
to a number of people that I know. I 
received no written notice that such an 
action was pending: they simply did it. 

A deeply disturbing invasion of 
privacy (to say nothing of the chilling 
testimony it gives to the sheer 
unfettered power the I.R.S. has 
acquired), it has the same curious 
emotional impact as coming home to 
find that your apartment has been 
rifled. Somebody has reached clammy 
hands into your life. 

The ultimate invasion of privacy, of 
course, is military conscription. The 
I.R.S. can only confiscate your money. 
The army can confiscate your life. 

It has always seemed strange to me 
for a nation to claim its citizens have 
freedom when its government can do 
that. Even if the government doesn’t 
manage to get a man killed in the mud 
of Vietnam, even if he survives the 
experience, what he has endured is a 
period when he was, for practical 
purposes, a slave-even if a paid one. 
The corvee -the feudal French system 
of compulsory labor, whereby a serf was 
forced to several days of unpaid work a 
year for the govemment-was abolished 
in 1776, and historians look back on it 
as a great injustice. 

Yet what is compulsory military 
service but a corvee ? And it is worse 
than the corvee ever was. The pay a 
drafted soldier receives is hardly worth 
considering. And he is forced into this 
work not for a few days a year, but for 
two years or more. What was required 
of a man under the corvee system was 
that he build something useful, such as a 
road. What is required nowadays under 
Selective Service is that he destroy 
roads-and villages. And even babies. A 
corvee devoted to a construction htt to 
be considered more moral than one 
devoted to destruction. 

Somehow no one can see this. 
Pushed through during World War I, the 
draft was once anathema to most 
thoughtful Americans. But it has been 
part of the country’s life so long now 
that few people, outside those about to 
be taken into its maw, bother to think 
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about its profound fundamental 
wrongness. Somehow the I.R.S. is more 
successful than Selective Service in 
driving home to us that contemporary 
bureaucracy has no respect whatsoever 
for the individual citizen and his rights, 
that it tends in fact to look at him as a 
cipher. To the I.R.S., he is a robot 
whose only function is to bleed money 
into the government so that it can carry 
on its vast, vague, ulterior and-one too 
often suspects these days—sinister 
purposes. 

When my bank account was seized, I 
called the New York office of the I.R.S. 
and spoke to a department supervisor. 
His manner was cold and even surly. 
One of the sheep was daring to talk 
back, and it annoyed him. When I said, 
“Is this how you treat the taxpayer?” 
he barked back, like a top sergeant, “We 
treat the taxpayer the way he deserves 
to be treated.” 

Ah. The I.R.S. now judged us. It 
knows what we deserve. That’s how 
great its power and arrogance have 
grown! 

Later that day, I was talking to a 
friend of mine who used to be a 
high-ranking career officer with the 
CIA (He happens to be a sensitive and 
intelligent and honorable man, despite 
the dubious background.) I told him 
what the I.R.S. had just done to me. He 
said, “Good God, I didn’t know they 
could do that." Even the CIA doesn’t 
necessarily know how far freedom has 
been eroded in the United States, 
despite its own considerable 
contributions to the process. 


I cast wistful thoughts toward 
Switzerland that day. The government 
can’t do such things to the taxpayer 
there. Swiss law makes one’s banking 
business privileged: the government 
can’t even find out how much money 
you have in the bank, much less seize it. 
And this is as it should be. How much 
you or I or anybody else has in the bank 
is none of the I.R.S.’s business. They see 
It otherwise, of course, but tliat is 
because they are symptoms of a deep 
sickness. 

The United States simpiy isn’t a very 
free country any more, and it is going to 
become much less free in the next ten 
or twenty years. If present trends in the 
erosion of privacy continue, a tyranny 
of almost inconceivable proportions will 
lay over the land within two decades-a 
tyranny made the more perfect by that 
great whore, Science. 

An ominous development went 
virtually unnoticed by Americans last 
year. Selective Service announced that 
henceforth one’s draft registration 
number would be one’s Social Security 
number. The purpose of the move, the 
govern ^nt said, was to “humanize” the 
army. That’s an extraordinarily ironic 
phrase in itself, but let’s let it pass and 
focus on the real significance of that 
single change in draft procedure. 

The Internal Revenue Service is 
already in an advanced stage of 
computerization. The draft card number 
change of 1967 is a further step in the 
implementation of push-button control 
of Americans by their government. 

Bankers tell us that within a few 
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years we will cease to use cash. Each of 
us will carry a card from his bank, and 
when you make a purchase the store 
will simply register the card. The 
“money” will be deducted 
automatically and directly from your 
bank account. 

Credit cards already constitute a 
form of tyranny in our life. I don’t like 
using the things, and neither do many 
people I know. But you have to these 
days. It is becoming increasingly 
difficult to do business or anything else 
without them. What is more, the I.R.S. 
expects detailed reports of our 
activities, and the only way to get 
adequate tax records without going 
through the madness of keeping 
notebooks of every silly little expense, 
is to use credit cards. Thus, when the 
new “card” money comes into use, the 
citizen will be plugged right into the 
electronics of the economic machine, 
wired for total control: in a perfect 
consumer society he will be the 
perfected consumer. 

Within a very few years, you will be 
assigned your Social Security number at 
birth. A few years after that, the 
government will require that the 
number be tattooed on the inside of an 
infant’s forearm within minutes after he 
enters the world. When this law is 
passed you will be told that it is for 
your own good. No longer will babies 
become mixed up in hospitals. But more 
important, we’ll hear, this move will 
protect one’s health for life. A man’s 
blood type and all information will be 
fed into a memory bank so that if he is 
in an accident or needs sudden surgery 
his total case history can be found by 
feeding his number into the electronic 
system, saving precious minutes at a 
time of danger. 

It will all seem perfectly reasonable. 
By now there will be central 
computerized records of your health 
and, at I.R.S., of your financial history. 
These and other records about you 
(perhaps an FBI file on your political 
views, a Credit Bureau report on your 
relations with your wife and neighbors, 
your job record) will be linked to each 
other by telephone lines. 

Not long after that, another law will 
probably be passed: your driver’s license 
and your automobile registration 
number will become the same as your 
S.S. number. The government will say 
it’s for the purpose of more efficient 
record keeping, more efficient 
enforcement of traffic laws. What 
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RAISED SKIRT PHOTOS 

Unretouched photos of 
Amateur Models raising 
their skirts. 

16 Photos for $2.00 □ 
48 Photos for 5.00 O 
100 different 10.00 □ 
300 different 25.00 □ 

RAISED SKIRT MOVIES 

Gals with raised skirts and 
nylons exposing their 
charms. 

8mm 50' $4.00 □ 

3 Reels for 10.00 □ 
7 diff. Reels 20.00 □ 
16mm 100' 8.00 □ 

3 Reels for 20.00 n 

COLOR MOVIES 

Raised skirts and sheer lin¬ 
gerie more thrilling in full 
color. 

8mm 50' 

Color $8.00 □ 
3 Reels for 20.00 □ 

Just check the list, we’ll send them fast. 
You’ll like our gals, their charm will last 

ANDY ANDERSON 

6311 Yucca St., Room 47 
Hollywood, Calif. 90028 

Name .. 

Address 




Most Sophisticated 
Men-Woman Action 
Film Clubl 

Now 1 A club for advanced collaciort. 
only 1 By accapting only matura man. 
woman who be I leva thay hava tha 
right to choose what thay can anjoy 
priveteiy. MFC can offar tha most 
DARING, SHOCKING, REVEALING 
adult-action movies ever filmed—on 
TrAAfflAitte I 9uCh controversial subjects as Teen- 
rieeuum*! Age LSD Parties. ‘Love-In*", Les¬ 
bianism. etc Do not expect ordinary 
nu'I'SMype films Only MFC offers this truly ad- 
H^aterisl to you if you qualify! 


lovies 
Reflect 
New SEX 



f. \ "PtAY 
* FOR PAY' 



■ Slat ia Ntvila, 
M when praititatisa 

it It f >1. Btpicts 
\A activities at faa r 
f , “tpartiaf pit" tea 
fit tlair “TaTas”. A 
f? DscwmsUty eftraa 
facial ticatBcaaca! 
if you are 21 or over, believe you have 
he rifht to choose what you with to 
see aruJ are broadminded, tend for Free 
Gi f t and Membership Details (Enclose 
10c for postage, handling). 

MONDO FILM CLUB, Dept 619 
•SIS Sts sat Baal a Yard, laita 291 
Maltywaad. Califartia BBB2I 


72 UNCENSORED 
CANDID PHOTOS 


An ORIGINAL collection, UHCCNSOtiO and] 
UNBITOUCHBO, of 72 wallot alto CANDIOI 
PHOTOS. <t2 aofa of 4 photos) every poiltlon | 
a harp and deer, aa you into 
prepaid in a sealed envelope upon receipt ] 
of |VOO No Chech, no C O P orders, m 
samples iu*h your $1.00 toPoy lo 

^ ^yojiriMt^ow Tm. a.o. pok Bu 


honest man could possibly object to 
that? 

Soon thereafter, the telephone 
company will announce that for the 
sake of better communications, your 
phone number has become the same as 
your S.S. number. This, too, will be 
portrayed as a move toward 
simplification and increased efficiency. 
Then your bank account number and 
the purchase card you carry instead of 
money will be made to conform to it. 

This is something that the people 
who formed the Anti-Digital Dialling 
League a few years ago vaguely and 
intuitively understood: they had, I 
think, a shuddering glimpse of what it 
was leading to, what it augured for 
man’s future. They protested, and many 
of us did individually, but the phone 
company ignored us and pushed digital 
dialing through, again under the 
justification that it was “more 
efficient” an argument Americans 
always accept with docility. 

lire telephone company has been 
hostile to privacy for some time. One 
cannot, for example, shut off one’s 
telephone bell. Even if you work nights 
and sleep in the daytime, or have some 
other perfectly valid reason for wanting 
to shut it off, they won’t let you: they 
have a regulation against it. The reason 
is, of course, profit. They want as many 
calls as possible to go through; they 
want you to be constantly accessible by 
telephone. This is the reason why. in 
many cities, a punitive charge of fifty 
cents a month is added to your phone 
bill for the non-listing of your telephone 
number. It is the only instance I know 
of where a company charges for not 
doing something. 

Again, the argument is the sacred one 
of efficiency: non-listing, they say, 
makes the system less efficient. For 

Phone company executives and 
public relations men tell us that within a 
few years, a wrist telephone should be 
practicable. One A.T. & T. 
speech-maker said glowingly that this 
means that before long it should be 
possible to reach you within a minute or 
so, “any where on earth.” 

This wrist telephone will constitute 
the final nail in the electronic coffin in 
which the soul of man is going to be 
interred. The government will make it 
mandatory that you have a wrist 
telephone and wear it at all times, as it 
is now mandatory to carry certain 
documents. 

From that moment on, man, from 
his cradle to his incineration (ordinary 


funerals will be abolished as wasteful of 
land), will be at the beck and call and 
mercy of the bureaucracy that governs 
him. You will not dodge the draft, or 
your creditors, you will not dodge 
anything. If you try to drive to the 
Maine woods to escape for a while the 
life that now surrounds you, and if the 
government wants you suddenly, 
whether- for a tax bill or for having said 
things antipathetic to the system 
(Lyndon Johnson has already 
established double-think as a way of life 
by defending the right to dissent while 
condemning dissenters), or for any 
reason whatever, some faceless 
bureaucrat will push a button and be 
able to speak to you in seconds on your 
wrist telephone. 

Suppose you refuse to answer it 9 It 
will probably have become a 
misdemeanor (punishable perhaps by a 
fine of no less than twenty or no more 
than one hundred dollars) to ignore it. 
And no doubt the phone will have a 
homing signal built into it. Police will 
scan for you electronically. They’ll pick 
you up in minutes. 

But suppose you have taken the 
telephone off your wrist? That will 
probably be a criminal charge - a fine of 
$5,000 and a year in prison for the first 
offence. 

And even if you are willing to risk 
that, you still won’t make it to the 
Maine woods. The license number on 
your car will be the giveaway. The 
license will then be in numerals like 
those on checks today, numerals 
especially designed for easy reading by 
scanners. By then all police cars will be 
equipped with scanners. Your number 
will be fed into the system and radar 
equipment in police cars will look for 
yoj. When you pass a cruiser, an alarm 
will sound. The cop, knowing that a 
Wanted Number has just passed, will 
check you out, pull you over, and 
deliver you into the hands of Big 
Brother. 

Suppose you decide to get to Maine 

by means other than automobile? You 
still won’t make it. You won’t have 
money to do it with: you’ll have that 
little plastic purchase card, with your 
Number on it. When you present it at 
the airline ticket counter, the salesgi l 
will put it under a scanner before issuing 
your ticket. When a small alarm light 
goes on, she will press a foot switch 
signalling two burly federal officers in 
their office. They will emerge quietly 
and take you in. If there is any doubt 
about your identity, they will tell you 




to roll up yuur sleeve. The number 
tattooed there will confirm your 
identity. 

What have you to fear in these 
things, the citizen will be told at each 
step of this gradual theft of his freedom. 
An honest man need not resent such 
measures. Only the criminal, the draft 
dodger, the tax dodger, need worry. But 
the system will work its greatest 
efficiency against the dissenter. In fact, 
it does at times right now. Anybody 
disputing the behavior of the I.R.S. is 
subject to harassment, reinvestigation, 
and the like. Indeed, the I.R.S. 
encourages us to spy on each other by 
offering a reward to anyone who turns 
in someone who has beaten them out of 
taxes. And it is not unknown for a 
young man who protests against the 
draft laws to receive an early call from 
his draft board. When this kind of 
suppression becomes computerized, it 
will be all over for the individual. 

Sweetly, softly, Americans are being 
talked into surrendering all their 
freedom, even as they are being 
propagandized to believe they live in a 
liberal and “permissive” society. It must 
be remembered that in Huxley’s Brave 
New World, casual sex and various drug 
highs were not only permitted but 
encouraged: they kept people from 
thinking about the loss of their liberty. 

There will still be elections of a sort, 
and for this reason the people will 
believe (they’ll be told it constantly) 
that they have “freedom” and 
“democracy.” War is peace. Love is 
hate. Americans are in Vietnam to 
“liberate” the Vietnamese. Germany 
“liberated” the Sudetenland. The heads 
of government may change, but it won’t 
mean much: they will in fact be 
hermetically sealed against the virus of 
popular desire. Lyndon Johnson already 
is. 

The country will be constantly at 
war, as Orwell foresaw. The purpose of 
this unending war will be the profit of 
the big suppliers of military hardware. 
This has been said so often that one is a 
little embarrassed to say it again: it’s so 
trite. But it’s true. Even the innocuous 
Dwight Eiserhower, as he was leaving 
office, got up the courage to warn 
against the ’’military-industrial 
complex.” But the warning did no good. 
Events in the years since then indicate 
that they are already running the 
country. 

It works like this. You become an 
admiral or general. You demand the 
purchase of such-and-such pieces of 


military equipment from such-and-such 
a company. When you retire from 
military service, you go on the board of 
directors of that company at a huge 
salary, which is what they promised you 
when you were still in the army, and 
live out your life in opulence. Part of 
your job will be convincing younger 
officers still in the service that this is the 
way the system works, and they should 
go along with it. (There are already 
dozens and dozens of former officers of 
flag rank on the payrolls of big military 
suppliers.) Officers still in service make 
speeches about missiles, or electronics 
systems, or whatever they want to 
convince the country it desperately 
needs. Anyone who questions all this 
military spending is unpatriotic. When 


control (it will probably be called 
C.S.S.C.) is in full operation, the 
“unpatriotic” dissenter will be tracked 
down by his Number. And silenced. 

I had thought of myself as a man, 
with an identity. To the I.R.S., 1 am no 
such thing: I am a cipher, to be bled of 
money, by whatever high-handed and 
brutal means. To the government, my 
name is Number. 

It is your name, too. 

And 1 can tell you the name of your 
small son, if you have one, or hope to 
have one in the next few years. Or, 
more precisely, 1 can tell you what his 
name will be by the time he grows up. 

His name will be Winston Smith. One 
way or another, it will be Winston 
Smith. That’s the name George Orwell 


the computerized system of social gave him. 



“The guidance counselor said ‘First we find what you do best, 
then we find what you enjoy doing most.’ So... ” 
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FANTASTIC FOREIGN 


SALE 


NUDIST MAGAZINES 



UNCENSORED- all engush text UNRETOUCHED 


from GERMANY, DENMARK, SWITZERLAND, SWEDEN, AUSTRIA 

and many more . . . 

The fmest work of the leading photo journalists of the NUDE in Europe. 
• MOST ARE FULL PAGE PHOTOS • MANY IN FANTASTIC FULL COLOR 

At lost . . . after long censorship battles, the Supreme Court ruled that 
Nudist Mogaiines with natural and unretouched photographs are neither 
obscene nor por n ogra ph i c . 

We ore offering to mature people who want to know more about NUDISM and 
its way of life - a hand-picked collection "The best of everything" in 
FOREIGN NUDIST MAGAZINES. 


SO ORDER TODAY - WHILE SUPPLIES LAST 1 


Special 0 


different issues 

only 


$495 


Super Special 13 

Bonanza 30 


d iff ercnt 1 s sue s 


1000 


different >ssues 

on! 


1995 


The p u hi' s her hos requested us to censor oil pictures 
oppeor ng in this advertisement. All pictures appearing 
in these magazines are guaranteed uncensored ond 

unretouched. 


OFFER AVAILABLE TO MATURE ADULTS OVER 21 YRS of AGE ONLY 


GREENWICH VILLAGE BOOKS Dept. G 6 -F 

P 0 BOX 222, COOPER STATION 
NEW YORK, N Y. 10003 

Please rush the following in plain sealed wrapper: 

Enclosed please find Cash Check Money order 

Foreign Nudist magazines at $1.00 each 
6 different Foreign Nudist magaz ines'bnl y $4.95 
1 3 d‘ff*rent Foreign Nudist magazines only $10.00 
30 d r f f r* r r_. n t F Ore ign Nudist magazines only $19.95 


A LORES': 


STATE 


U 
INI 
U 
B 
U 
I A 
L 


“INSTANT SEX" 

SeiMrtt hit! The latest end freetest de¬ 
velopment for many tvamnfs at satisfyntf 

M "ORO£R TODAY. only $3.00(2 for IS) 

ACTION PRODUCTS, &tpt PR47 

P 0 tax Ml, PlamWrfh, I f 12901 


ESOTERIC CASE STUDIES 

of fha bizarre and unusual in human behav- 
•or covered in REVEALING Of TAIL in new 
•i* page illustrated text report. Adults only. 
$end $1.00 (refundable on first order) to: 

ISOTERIA, DIPT. G- I 0 
•o* 35315, Lot Angalea, Calif. 90035 


CAPRICE Catalog #4 

Feeturing glamorous. Restricting Corsets 
end Bizarre end Humana Restraints of 
leather end rubber. 

44 PAOf ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
PRICE: $3.04 

CAPRICE, Box 27655, 

Dept.4 74 Lee Angeles, California 900X7 


MISS MARIE OWEXS 

14 r '° w mahmg her own films and photos 
available to the public. Anyone wishing to 
obtain a 4«5 sample and information sand 
IS* with n«mt and address to: 

Miss Marie Owens ' 3 k 

p o so. j 836 EHL 

Alhambra. Calif. 91102 ' 


kUil 


HIGH HEELS 

2? T u ’^ lmo "" 5 " or *'*'■ b -* • a»u 

3 HmI. CompleT. r.pg. of color* in 
w>oe* and boots to size 12. 

ILLUSTRATED CATALOG - SI. 00 

MONIQUE, Dept. 475 

•e* 45151, Hollywood, California 


1 A dults ! See the 


VIBRATOR 

>wnnr.A>M. I 111. 1 


A thrilling experience! (Not a pin-up movie) 
Send fifty cents for brochure and free sample 
still photo. FEATHERS, 863 N. Virgil Ave Los 
Angeles. Calif. 90029. Dept. CIO 


Doubting Thomas? 

Been disappointed by others? Send for 
our Illustrated Catalog on Adult Books, 
Unusual Photos and Exclusive F»lm*. 

SPECIAL: $100 Catalog — $1.00 Samples 
Beth - Only - SI .00 

BEVERLY BOOK*, Suite 404 
0# P f 476 1717 No. Highland 

Hollywoo d , California 00030 


n 


Swinging Nudist Pair 

will sell own film cheap! Sample 

strip and information 25 t . 

8mm 50 foot COLOR FILM $3.00 

PAT 1350 No. Highland Ave. 

Dept 0-6 Hollywood. CalK. 90028 


Very naked close-ups . 
Youna ALL THE WAY -firs 
Girls af Sft&g. ,, 

WOMEN-42* iN U rHE N *i?f 

^ om Pl* Film $1.00-Stills $1.00 

* AJA °«rt 836 Go* 15*1 a«ftK»nV Col|» 91505 


















WHAT DO THESE CHAMPIOHS 
HAVE IH COMMON.. .WITH YOU? 


MR. OLYMPIA 


MR. AMERICA 


MR. UNIVERSE 



LARRY SCOn. "Mr. Olympia" was a 136 lb 
skinny weakling. He wrote for my free "Dial-A- 
Body" wheel and information — just as you 
should — and now weighs 205 lbs. with 20 inch 
arms! One of the world's best built men ever! 
How about you? 


DAVE DRAPER, "Mr America" once was a fat 
boy —weighing 255 lbs Then he sent for my 
free "Dial-A-Body” wheel and information — 
now he weighs 235 lbs with 2 OV 2 " arms, a 55" 
chest. 32" waist. A real champ! Why wait? Rush! 


REG LEWIS, "Mr. Universe" was kicked around 
because of being skinny ... only 138 lbs. and 
weak But he sent for my free “Dtai-A-B*dy” 
and information, too—now he weighs 205 lbs. 
and is a real champ! Why not you? 


[f THEY ANSWERED A WEIDER AD... AND IN 7 SHORT WEEKS ADDED 3 TO 
THEIR ARMS—4" TO THEIR CHESTS WITH THE AMAZING "DIAL-A-BODY"! 


Y *u. itM juM like these champions—-can now use the New. 
Lxchisivc patented “Mr. America D1 AL.-A-BODY" wheel 




JOE WEIDER 


Personal trainer of "Mr. 
America" "Mr. Universe’’ 
Mr. Canada" perfect men 
title winners since 1936 — 

I and over 2,000,000 success¬ 
ful pupils the world over! 


I Lxchisive patented "Mr America D1 AL.-A-BODY" wheel 
ti' vh*<" >ou the way to a handsome, muscular body FAST! 
A quick urn of the dial and "DIAL-A-BODY" shows you 
how t<> instantly slap 4 inches to your chest. 3 inches to 
each arm. give yourself lifeguard shoulders, musculanze 
>nt;r wai»t. get speedy legs It’s simple, there's nothing 
complicated just downright enjoyable’ 

I don't care if. today, you own the scraggiest, flabbiest 
or funmest bod> whether you're short or tall, young or 
nui-so-soung If you send for mv absolutely free, revolu¬ 
tionary DIAI -A-BODY ’ and 32-page book of musclc- 
buildmg information, 1 guarantee that virtually overnight 
sou'll experience a muscle-building miracle’ Before your 
cu-s sou'll see handsome muscles bursting out all over you. 
They l! ripple unh power, burst with energv and for the 
first time in sour life men will envy your body, women 
admire it. because at last sou own a body that brings you 
fame instead of shame Let m> "DlAL-A-BOD3 ” help you 
as it did these champions who were also weaklings to put 
an end to >ffur weakness and shame. Write now for my 


FREE "Mr America DIAL-A-BODY” and big FREE 32- 
page book you'll be so happy you did! After all, you have 
nothing to lose but vour weakness! 

A-C-T-l-O-N is the key to strength - make your first 
He-Man Decision NOW! Fill out the coupon right now, 
rush it to me, and in hours I’ll send you absolutely free— 
at my own expense the exact same muscle-building infor¬ 
mation I sent to these numerous champions and to over 
5-million other successful students . . . PLUS my fabulous 
"DIAL -A-BODY" wheel to help speed your muscle-building 
results I'm known as the most successful trainer of cham- 
p.ons I’ve been turning weaklings into "Mr. Americas” 
and Mr Universes” successfully since 1936. Don't pass up 
this oncc-in-a-lifetime offer to trade in your body for the 
one sou’vc always dreamed of having. Remember, you’ll be 
following in the proven, safe, scientific footsteps of the 
World's Best Built Men So hurry! Put an end to your 
weakness now! Send for my sensational FREE “DIAL-A- 
BODY" and book offer good only to males between 13 
and 75 in normal good health. This is the most time-tested, 
result-producing course of all time! 


FREEI 2 MUSCLE BUILDING GIFTS! 

1 !*““■■■■ Makes Building Your Body—Using ttie champs secrets—revealed 



Gift l here for the first time—AS EASY AS DIALING YOUR PHONE! 


0IAL A400Y 
WHEEL! 

One Turn On This 
Wheel Shows You 
. How To Build Bigger 
\ Arms, Deeper 
\ Chest, Broader 
Shoulders ! Makes 
Muscle Building FUN! 


G*ft 2 


JOE WEIDER, Dept 32-I08D8 

Trainer of Champions since 1936 

531 32nd Street Union City, H. J. 07087 


Deer Joe: Shoot The Works! Thanks for making available to 
me FREE your 2 Exclusive and Patented Secret Gifts—That I 
can Use Instantly At Home To Build Myself A Handsome 
Rugged Body! I am enclosrng only 25c to cover handling and 
mailing charges! I am under no further obligation in any way. 


Htw to tone a \ 

STRONG MUSCULAR B00V! i 

Here The Champs Talk Directly 
To You On How You, Too, Can 
Use Their Secrets to Build Your 
sell A Strong Muscular Body 
32 Pages Full Of Photos and 
Mu$c*e Building Tips! 




(Please Print Clearly) 




THIS IS AN OUTRIGHT GIFT... YOU’RE UNDER NO OBLIGATION NOTHING TO BUY! 

















The New Look in 
a Handsome Knit $14.95 


You'!! I-M.k ii. ^h.in j ;n this smurf n-\\ 
^ t \ J •' with fluttering st ind-up < •» i 1 a r .nui 
r.j ( * * i 11 i fi 1.1 w i n lin* s N! ii ci»* of 100 
hond-d Knit „(•■!,it.■. with bright g-dd 
buttons and deep vents on sides. 

S U8 Deep P!»im. Sizes: S. M, L. XL 

S U!) Gleaming Whole $14.05 eu: h. 

S i'10 Glowing ('.Mid 2 f' i $2‘- 95 




The 

Glamorous 
Rose Pattern 
$36.95 


Things happen when you wear 

Eleganza! 

The boldest collection of dashing apparel and dramatic 
imported footwear anywhere. Sold by mail only. 



Alligator Grain 
and Suede 


$16.95 


th.m designers came up with a 
winner in this superb wing tip slipon. 
simulated Alligator (drain all 
mind, with rich, soft suede leather 
si the forepart. Kxtr.i smart is the 
grained strip across the front. You’ll 
look smart m any or all of these 
f• () 1'R great colors. 3427 Black. 

6 to 11, medium width. 3428 Brown 
All 1 : sizes except 12* j. 8429 Blue. 

1480 Green. 


Lizard Grain 


$15.95 




The BIG things in fashion footwear 
are COLOR. Reptile Prints. Slipons. 
Continental Styling. All four are 

beautifully combined in this hand¬ 
some slipon from Italy, made of 

simulated LIZARD in SIX colors. 

8431 Black . 6 to 13 

1482 Brown. 6 to 13 

1488 White. 6*2 to 12 

14 14 Green . 6 r 2 to 12 

3435 Natural Tan . 6Va to 12 

8436 Navy Blue. B'A to 12 

Medium width only. 


This magnificent jacket will excite 
admiration wherever it is worn. The 
overall rose pattern in shining bro¬ 
cade produces a dramatic effect, 
aided by the rich satin lapels in the 
graceful shawl collar. Superbly tai¬ 
lored of a luxurious 100 °u acetate 
fibre Satin lined throughout 

\:*H) Blur jacket . $36.95 

Regular 14 to 46. Longs 38 to 46. 
S294 Whit*- dress shirt ... $8 95 

\28 Pleated satin tie . $8 50 


‘ r Efctjim. 


938 MONUMENT S T 
BROCKTON. MASS. 02403 


Write for 

FRKK CATALOG 






The Double Breasted Walking Suit $29.95 

Now . . . California designed the Double Breasted 
Slack Suit a flattering style to make you look 
and fee! wonderful! The smart jac-shirt is bright 
with its golden buttons handsome with its long 
collar points « omfortable with its soft fabric of 
specially processed 100°o rayon. Slacks to match 
make a slack suit you’ll wear with pride and 
pleasure For finished bottoms, add $1 00 and give 
ms* ,i?e measure 

Al~2 H .rnished Gold. _ . r . . . ¥ 

A l - s it.r, man Own Shirt .i*« S M.L. 

'■ ■ 'i Blue Slack sizes 2/ to J8 


HOW TO ORDER 

To uifl, i. simply pick your styles and mail check 
or money order for the amount we pay the 
postage. Lor C O D shipment, send $ 2.00 deposit for 
KA( H item - \ ou ffcy the postage. Your Satis¬ 

faction is Gt’AKANTKKD . any item mav be 
returned unworn for refund. No C O D. to APO. FPO. 
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